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F The Fortunate Shepherdeſs, 
and ather Poems in the 
Broad Scolch 
Dialect. 


Ross, theu wale of hearty cocks, 
Sa- crouſe and canty with thy jokes, 
hy hamely auld warld muſe provokes 
x Me, for a while, 
0 ape our good connmry fouks 
Py In verſe aud Ane. | 


Dore never a was half ne gabby, 
ire ſince the winſome days of Habby. c 
mayſt thou neꝰer gang x ich or ſhabby, 
| | Nor miſs thy ſnaker! 
r I' call Fontane, Naſty Drabby, 
| And N Pox take her. 


os. 
may the roupe * rout thy Allos; 2 
Lay thriſt thy thrapple never gizrenn 
zut bottled ale in mony a dozen, | 
Aye lade thy gantry 1 
1 fouth of yivres, all in ſeaſon, 
Pleniſh * N 1 
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To Mr. N Rath at Lochlee, A uthor 


| { i 1 
Tag's may by ſtevin fill with-glee 
The giens and mountains of Lochlee, | 
Which were right gowtty bur tor thee, _ 5 
Wlote langs enamour | 

Wk laſs, and teach we melo.iy. 

l 435 The rocks to amour. 
Ye bak yeur - head 3 but, W. my y Thang 
Ye've ſer wuid Scor on her .. 4 
Lang had the lyen, with beffs and flegs 
| Bumbaz'd — dizxie. 
Her bodle wanted (rings and pegs. 


Waes me 1 poor hizzie ! 


Since Allan* s death, nae body car'd 
For anes to {ctr how SCO far'd 
Nor plack nor ihriſtled tur ner war'd, 
Io queuch her dronth; 
For, frac the cottar to the land, 8 


We all run South, _ 


The Southland chiels end "I meule, 261 
And brawiy at a ſang can ett ie 
Yet we right couthily might ſettle 
| Oa this fide Fork. 58 K 
The devil pay chem yi wh pettle , | 
right: the Near, po L 10 
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Our country ed is | frac bar ren, 
3 aght pinky” and auldfarran, / 1 $499) of 130 
Nur {tis are ne per- like, -1 warian, f i 
Poor tenſe and ſmergh * 
| vhen f. $5 arglyaning, 
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Ln 1 
O bonny are our greenſward hows, - i 
2 Where through the birks the burny rows, ....-- 
| And the bee buns, and the ox lows, . r 
; And ſaft winds ruſle, f 
* ſhe erd-lads, oa ſunny kaows, + . 
Me | Blaw the blythe W 
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ITis true, we Norlands manaa fa 
To eat fae vice, not gang ſae hu 


—— ä — 12 + % I 3 
As thay that come from far aw?? ; rs 362) 
Yet * 8 our ſcaith: 
We've 'ptace (and that's well worth it a) ers 
ee e And meat and lach. ö 


Our fine new gage Macke I grant xe. 
Gie poor auld Scotland mony a taunty 2 
They're grown fac ugertfu' and has Ke 4 


And capernoited, : 
| They guide 2 luke a canker'd aunty,  _ n 
f ; That's deaf and doited, 
7 $2e comes of ignorance, I'trow -n 


»Tis his that crooks their ill-fa'r'd mou? +, 4 4 4 
Wich jokes ſae crouſe, they: gar fouk pm þ 
; For doFeright lkonner, 

For Scotland wants na ſons ene “ 


To do her honours | 


- 


I here might pie a ſkreef of names. 
Dawties of Heliconian Dimes ! e 
The foremoſt place Gavin DoverLas “ claims, 


That pawky prieft, 
* wha can match the Firſt King james + 


PE, | Por ſang or jett? - 


85 Biſhop of Dunkeld, the celebrated tranſlator of Virgil's 
EFncid He died, anno 322. 


t Author of * Chriit's Kirk on the Green," &c. 
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MonTcomeny * grave, and Randy tay; 


Dunzar f, Scor , Hawraszxvnx, 10 ties 


Than I can tell, for o' my fay, 
I mayn brak aff; 
'Twould take a live-lang ſummer day 
To name the half. 


The ſauey chicls — 1 think they c1? them 

Critics the muckle ſorrow claw them, 

(For _ not manners ne'er could awe them 
Frae their preſump'ion) 

They EO” riot by thy jokes to fathom, | © 
They want 1umgu.nption. 


But ilka Mearns and Angus barn 
Thy tales and fangs by he: art ſhal) learn 3; 
And chiels ſhall come frae yont de 'C ira 
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If Ross willi de ſo kind as ſhare in 
_ Theirpint at Drouſtys 


; = He wrote © The Cherry and dhe Slae,” | 
+ Author of The Thiſtle aud che Roſe's 4 
1 Author of 4 The w— * 5 Le 
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OME. Seo, thou wat anes old 2 r 

Gar'd Allan Ramſay's 8 hungry heart args pi . 
| The merrieſt ſangs that ever yet were (ung; Pe 
Pi ity anes mair, for I'm out- throw as clung. VS 
»Twas that, grim goſſip, chandler-chafted —_— 
Wi' thread-bair claitbing, and an ambry ſcant. 
Gar'd him cry on thee, to blaw throw his pen, gh 
Wi' leed that well might | bel him to come den. 1 


10 gn 


And crack amo” the.velt o' i ka lem. © * ne Fate 
Ai ſhape his hougbs to gentle bows and belles" Back -- 
wan thy heart, well wordy ot. poor man 3 od. 
Take yet 9 gangre)l 53 = Rear 
s gryt's my miſter, an my duds as bare, 3 
And 1 as ſib as he was, ilka hair. ' mY 


Mak me but ha'f as canny, there's no fear, 
Tho! 1 be auld, but Pi yet 2 gear. 1 

O gin chou hadſt not beard bim ficlt o'er . 
Fan he r to mats gay er u, „ 


10 
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HE 1 
F meith ha? bad ſome hap of landing fair, 


But O that ſang's the mither o' my care! 

Fat wad I ge en, that thou hadſt put thy thumb 

Fr the well tal'd tale till 1 had come; 1 
yne led my hand alangſt it line for line, 

© to my dying day, how I wad ſhine! 

And as far *yont it, as ſyn Habbie play'd, 

Or Chriſt's kirk o' the green was Gel eſſay' d! 

And mair I wad no wiſs, but Allan bears 

The gree himſell. and the green laurels wears: 

Well mat he brook them, for tho? ye had ſpair'd 

The taſk to me, Pate meith na? been a lairds 


Ge then, ſhe ſays, nor deave me with your din, 
Puff, I inſpire you, ſae ye may begin. 


1 


Gin ye oer fortherſome turn tapſie turvy. 

Blame your ain haſte, and ſay not that I fpur ye 3 
But ſound and ſeelfu', as I bid you, write, | 
And ready dae your pen, when 4 indite. 
Speak my aip leed, tis gueed auld Scots I mean, 
Tour ſoudland gnaps I count not worth a prine « 
We've words a fouth, we well can ca“ our ain, 
Tho? frae them fair my bairns now refrain, 

But are to my gueed auld proverb confeerin”, 
Neither gueed fiſh nor fleſh, nor yet ſalt herrin“, 
Gin this ye do, and lyn yoyr ryme wi' ſenſe, 

Bur ye'il mak friends of fremmit fouk, fa' kens ? 
WY thir io junctions, ye may ſet ye down. 

Miſtris, 49 1 Pa Exod bidding boun', 


Sas I begins, my pen into my hand, 
My lug juſt bearkning, as ſhe ſud command, 
But then about her there was lic a din. | 
Some ſeeking this, ſome that, ſome out, ſome io, 
Thar it's, nae fairly, that I aft gae wrang, 

nd for my ain, write down my neiper's ſang 2 

or hundreds mair were learning at her {chool, 
dome writing fair, and, like my ſell, ſome foul, 
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Hax yet the leal and mul herding life 
Was not o'regane by falſnood, ſturt and (rife, 
But here and there part ot that ſeelfu? race! 
Boore: love and lawty in their honeſt face, 

Tho? long or then lowns had begun to ſpreddz. 
And riefing hairſhip was become a ade; 
Yet of the ſakeleſs ſort, that did na ken eat 4: 
Naethipg but fat was downright fair and plain, 

A ſonſie pair of lad and laſs was found, 

Wha honeſt love wi? hake wedlock crown'd; 

For joining hands, they juſt were feer for feer, 

And win'd 10 ither. as A to B as near, 

For bonyneſs and other gueed out- throw, 

They were as right, as ever tred the dew : 

The Lad was Colin, and the Laſs was Jean, 

And fu ſoon as the jimp three raiths was gane, 

| The daintieſt littleane bonny Jean faith beams} 

To fleſh and blud that ever had a ciaim. 

The name the weeane gat, was HeLteNokg, 

"Chat her ain grandame brooked lang before. 


Swe was the care and tut'ry that was ha'en 


SO Gt Moraes 


| Wad gat 


OY 
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Büch night and au about abt hang weeane. 5 
The j zzeu- bed wi? rantry leaves was, fain;dy 
And lik like things as the auld grannies, ken dl, 
Jean's paps un ſa't and watar wa hen clean, | 
Reeg-thatiber nail, get wrang, fia it Was green. 


Neiſt the firſt hippea to the gredn was, fas, 


And thereat ſeefui words; baith ſaid and ſuag. 

A clear brunt coal wi' the het tangs was taen 
Fr;.e out the ingle- mids tu' clear and cles: _ - | 
And throw the, cHyrbelly leiten fe... 
For fear the weeane thou'd be ta'en ava. 


Dowing and growing, was the. daily pray'r , 
And Nory was brought up wi ue ce 1" 
The oddeit nke ani ſiſsle that e er was. ſeen, gur 


Was by the mither an4 the gtannies ta'en, 8 
And the iwa boobies wer baith aging fain, bn 
That they had gotten an oye o ther an; | 
Aud bony Nory,anlyer'd 4“, rheic: Cargs 76, 1. wr) 4 
For well he thigove, and haiclome was and fair, 7 
Aa:citar, an cockia* as a, water traut, 
An' as ſhe Brew, r aid ber du. ſprouts, , 
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Fan Nory now a er rrig was grown, * 
And had begun to toddle about the tawa - -- . | 
An honeſt neipzr man, Ralph was his name, 
That liv? As Abe lame zcaement. with Mes; 
A dainty Itirrah had daes out-gane, nn 
And her wã˖is go] well ta en the rode; him . 
The pcallan's pame was RosaLI ND. and they; .: 
Yee'd hand ig hand together at the play,, 
And as the billy had the ſtart ot yield, 
To Naiy he was aye a tenty bizld , Wo rhe 55 
Wad' N. ber up, Whan dhe wad. chance to f- ** 

N ring tem on — Boar { 

out her bonny neck and arms, 
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And be as tenty to bear off all harms, 

As ever hen upo” the midden head a 
Wad tent her chuckins ſrae the greedy glaid, 
»Twas then bliad Cupid did lat gae a ſhaft, 
And ſtung the we ans, ſtrangers to his craft, 
That baith their hearties fand the common ſtound, 
But had no pain but pleaſure o' the wound. 
As they grew up, as faſt their likings grew, 
As hairing water'd with the morning dew 3; 
Like was their pleaſure, and alike their pain, 
And baith alike were forry or were fan. 


Wu they were able now to herd the ewes, 
They yeed together thro” the heights and hows, - 
Whileoms they tented, and ſometimes they play'd, 
| And ſomerimes raſhen hoods and buckies made t : 

And ilka*. night as boughting time drew near, 
Nory yced foremoſt.” Lindy in the rear. 
But on a day, as Lindy was right chrang | 
Weaving a {nood, and thinking of nat wrang, - 
And baith curcuddoeh, and their heads bow'd dowg, 
* 


Auld flecket Laurie fetcht a wyllie round, e. 
And claught a lamb anoner Nory's care; 
She ſpy' d the chief, and gae the reefu' rair, 
Lindy bangs up, and flang his ſnoed awa?, \ 
And i“ the haſte of running, cacht a fa, 
Flaught - bred upon his face, and there he lay, 
Nory purſuing as faſt as ſue wax. 
The cries and yammers gar'd the thief let gang 
"The ſakeleſs lamb; but nae without great rang; 
For iweeſh twa hillocks, the poor lambie lies 
And aye fell forret as it ſtoopt to riſe z © * + 
But that was naething to the dreary knell! 
That pierc'd her heart, when her dear Liady falt 
Fan«ſhe came up, be never made to fler; 
ELIE SOS 24350 are ot UA ..44 LOS 
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Pe ünfcen pre, fatever he, wad ſpears : 
Like to diſtract, ſhe lifted up bis bead, þ 
Cry'd, Lindy, Lindy, waes me, are. ye dead 7 5 


Nae anſwer yet, for he had fa'en a ſwW Won. 
His face got fic a dird upo' the ground. | 
Ad awful hole was dung into his prow, .  __ 7 
And the red bleed had ſmear'd his cheeks an' mou. 4 
But fuſomever, in a little we. — 
Himſelf he gathers, and begins to fee ; I 
And firſt he ſpies poor , Nory greeting fair, 
And ſays, O %oman, what maks a* your care? 
Has the on-beaſt your lambie ta%en awa _ 
Nae that ſhe ſays, but *cauſe ye've gotten a fa“. 
Up-by the lambie's lying yoader ſtyth,  _ 
But makſna, that it's no yourſel l'm blyth, ap 
For fas | ſaw o I thought haleumlie, 1 
Fbat ye wad never ſpeak again to me. 1 
I bade you ſpeak, but ye nae anſwer made, | | 
And ſyne in haſte I lifted vp your head, 

ut never 2 finacle of'life was there, 
And I was juſt the neiſt thing to deſpair. _ 
But well's my heart that ye are com̃e alift, 
The lamb's awa', and it'll ne*er be miſt. ber 
We'll ablins get a flyte, and ablins nave, _ we 
Well fac it was, when ye fell o' the ſtan, © 
And ſae fair hurt, as could no riſe your lane. 
See gin yell win unto this ſtrypie here, | 
And waſh your face and brow with water clear. 
But @ the waſhing wad na ftench the bleed, 
On haſte then Nory for the ſtanch-girſs yeed ; 
For thae auld warld foulks had wondrous canna © 
Of herbs that, were baith good for beat ad many 
And did with care the canny knack impart p 
Unto their baitns, and reach the uſeful art, f 
Back with the haleſome girls ia halte ſhe By; ½ 


K 1 
And tentily unto the ſair apply d. 
The b'eed was Hanch'd, and han that” Mineh'd rhei: 
A plantan * Jeaf ws clapped o' the fair. _ | "nn; 
Now Lindy is as canty'as a midge, 2 I 
And . at ir did for blythneſs fidg ee, 
Taks frae her pouch a glack of bread and deſig) 
And unto Lindy with a fmittle gees 
He takes and Eats; and Nory does the fame: 
Then look their ewef⸗ ard - back ut antd theif games. | 
of TS 
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Be this tire Lady is right * well ſhot NYY *Y FL 
Twecſh nine and ten, 1 think, ot thereaboat ;z - 
Nae burſen bailch, nde wandonght ot e 

But ſnack and plump, and like an apple round. 

Like tap of ling, his hair þ dith Fair and lang, . % yo 
Like ony kurch dewn ober his ſibulders We 

His cheeks they were as ony apple fed ad; 
And his wa een as Clear's' a rh ber br” bead Nu 
Fu? o good riature, , tharp an! faell Wi gt go ba 
And kibble grown at ſhaking of a bs 4 a 27k bot 
Nie billy like bimſel a found about; e nen ier 
That mows of earneſt durſt gee bim a dose 8 
And Nory Was ane bonnĩe ſt laſſie grown, Ks: 10 , BY 


4 Fen = * 


as to be ſeen a-landwird of To ew: ir 

ree halyears younger, ſhe than Lindy way Fu iT 
But for her .gfowth Was meikle about a paſs : 944 „ 7 
Her hair was like the very threeds of: goud, nA 
Firit haog well down, then back in ringlets , 72 
Pure no and white, her mother o'er again, 5 Z 
And bonnier, gin 'bonnter could ha been. 's 7601 


Ye cou'd | ha look your fairin* at her face, Sian $981 41 

So meek f it was, fo ſweet, ſo fa" o- ce. 

Her cherry. che eks ye might bleed wi' a ſtrae p77 

Syne ſhewas ſwift and ſoople like æ rae} thy x 1th 

| Swack like ai cel, nd c calour like zug, 0943 
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And ſhe become a fairly round about: 

Fan ſhe among the neiper bairns was ſeen, 

At greedy plade, or warpling on the green, 

She *clipſt them a', and gar'd them look like draff, 
For ſhe was like the corn, and they the caff; 

The girls about envy'd the laſſie's fare, 

And wiſht her ſkaith, but diſapointed were, 


Wu 11s thro” their teens the youth and maid advance, 


Their kindling eyes with keener tranſport glance. 
But wi? mair wyles and cann they bet the flame, 
And aye as they grew up, ſae grew their ſhame, 
The other herds young Lindy ſair'd wi ſcorn, 
And mair and mair ſtroove to blaw up the horn, 
And gin together ſome o' them had gane, | 
To play the penny or the putting ſtane, 

If Lindy chanc'd, as ſynle was his lot, 

To play a wrangous or a feckleſs ſhot, | 
Jeering they'd ſay, Poor Lindy's maughtleſs grown 
But makſna, tis a browſt that he has brown, 
Gin he bout Nory leſſer fyke had made, 

He had na been ſae ſmearleis at the trade. 

For they were a' juſt like to eat their thumb, 
That he wi! Nory ſae far ben ſhou'd come. 
Nor was't a fairly, for ſhe well meith be, 
Gentle or ſimple, a maik to any be, 

For fleſh and bleed, fat needs their. ony mair ? 
This was their grudge, and ground of a' their care. 
The laſſes too, for they were ilka ane 
WY Lindy's features and his beauty ta'en,.. 
Taunted poor Nory, and began to ſay, ; 
They kent when they ſaw him and her fik day; 
Now Nory was as modeſt as a fleuk, | 
And at their jeering wiſt no how to look; 

And fan her jo ſhe happen _ to ſee, 
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Right dowie i' the dumps ſhe'd * to be. 
This thrawart carriage gar'd him wonder ſair, 
Aad ſpeir what was the ground o this her carez 


Wi' bluſhes that beſpoke het love and pain, 


She makes reply, I warant ye may ken. 
Well Nory, 8 he, never faſh | your thumb, 
Gin I hald heal I's gar them a' ſing dumb, 
And gin I get but mickſe o their din. 

VII try whilk o' us bas the thickeſt ſkin; 

It ſets them well into our thrang to ſpy, 
They'd better whiſht, reed T ſud raile a fry ; 
And for you giglet huſſies i the glen, 

That night and day are floaning o' the men, 
Aye ſhakin' fa's, and aft. times o' their back, 
And juſt as hight as ever the queen's plack; 


- They well may had their tongues, I'm ſare that they 
Had never ground the like on us to ſay. 


Tell Jenny Cock; gin ſhe jeer any mair, 


Ve ken, where Dick curfuffl'd a“ her hair, 
Took aff her ſnood, and ſyne when the yeed hame, 


Boot ſay ſhe tint it nor durſt tell for ſhame ; ; 


That word, I think, will fair to ſtap her mou', 


And I myſell can tell, that that was true: 
But fat's the matter ? let ch em ſay their full, 


Gia they ſpeak truth, they canna ſpeak no ill, 
And gin they lie, they?l hae the war{t chemlells, 
Let them neer halt till they win hood and bells 


Tavs he his Nory cocker up again, 
And cur'd her heart of a' its dreary paid. 
For when love dwells betweeſh twa lovers leel, 
Nor good nor ill from ither they conceal : 
Whate'er-betides them, it relieves their ben, 
When er get Ry their dolor t to ranks 


t 1 
Bur yet, alas, for all our lovers arts 
They could not hide what pafs'd within their hearts. 
Baith mill and ſmithy had it now fu' rife, 
That Lindy and Nory wad be man and wife. 
Even the auld fouks themſelves were mair nor fain; 
Whan o' the bargain they began to ken: 
But tho? the youog fouks liked ither fair, 
They never yet fand dint of warld's care. 
Fer marriage was far far out of their fight, 
As their intrigue was honeſt and upright. . 
They never minded mair, but meet and daut, 
And thought the time but jimp enough for that. 
Yer on a time when they their tryſt.had, made, 
To meet and crack aneth a birken ſhade: _ 
And were well ſer, and kiſſes gain? ding dang. 
Says Lindy, we maun marry now e're lang; 
Fouk will ſpeak o's, and faſh us wi' the kirk, 
Gin wi be ſeen the gither in the mik. 
I ken na, quo? ſhe, we're o'er young [ fear, . 
Of houſe or. hadding yet to hae the care; 
Ye ſee how Rod and Jenny's gane, ſin they 
Hae pitten o'er their head the merry day. 
Ye ſhanna lee, I'm ſure, a poorer pair, 
For back and belly, they are pincht and bare. 
They *ve gotten a geet that ſtills no night nor days 
Their ae beaſt cow I faw them lately flay, 
That for plain poortith lair'd intill a bog; 
Beſides they hae na either ewe or hogt - 
Sick ſnibs as that may fair to let us fee, 
| 'That 'tis far better to be Toole and free, 
A. better life I'm ſure we canna lead, 
Our meat and claith are baith bound till our head, 
Fan down's our head, as we bae heard it ſaid, 
Our houſe is happed, and our mailen paid. 
Quo? he, I grant tis a” _ that you ſpeak, 
A E 
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But yet ae ſwallow does na ſummer make t 
Sin we bald heal, we need na dridder mair, 
Ye ken we winna be ſet down ſo bare. 

And then at hame the ſtocking is na ſma?, 

And nane to ſeek or get it, but we twa. 

That's true, and true enough, but yet, quo” ſhe, 
Thete is nae time o*ergane for you nor me. 

But what if ſome miſchance ſud cut us ſhort, 

- Quo? he, and after a' ſud ſpoil the ſport. 
What if ſome wealthy chield ſud chance to come, 
Juſt ready for a wife, as ay there's ſome, 
And wi? your father fic an ear ſud get, 

As gar him {trick the iron when ?tis het 

How ſtand poor I, o'erta%en wi' fic a trick, 

To look like blunty, and the fapſhaft lick ? 
Na, na, quo ſhe, ye need no hae fic fear, 

They ken ye like me, and they ken ye've gear: 
And gia ye wad but ſhoot it by a while, 

I ken a thing, that wad your fears beguile : 

But I think ſhame, becaufe it ſpeaks of me. 


Hang ſhame, quo Lindy, and be frank and free, 


Well, nae langſyne, fan our auld fouks were laid, 
And taking their ain crack into their bed; 

: Weening that I was ſleeping, they began 

To ſpeak about my getting of a man; 

My father firſt did at my mither ſpear; 
Heary, is Nory fifteen out this year ? 

A well I wat is ſhe, my mither ſays, 

Had ſhe a woman's wit, ſhe bas her days. 
Ha never an hour do's Nory want, lat's ſee, 
But bare five months, her-ſaxteen out to be ; 
And gin ye mind, I but ſynteen was out, 
Fan we forgather'd, or jult thereabout. 

I mind it will enough, and well I may, 
At well I danc'd wi” you on ycur birth day; 


Fat } 

Ay, beary, quo? ſhe, now but that's awa”; 
Dainta, quo? he, let never warſe befa' ; : 
We're well enough, and hae baith meat and claithy 
And o'er bauld te complain at other ſkaith. 

we manna ay be young, quo” ſhe, that's true, 

| But fat think ye o? Nory's courtſhip now? 

Lindy and ſhe, I hear, are uaco thrang, 

'Tis nac ſecret now, the news is gaing ding dang». 
Auld Maggy Procter ſpeer'd at me laſt day. 
I ſaid, I kent na, it might e' en be ſae; 

Young fouks'll ay be looking them about, 
And that they're doiag ſae, | make nae doubt. 
Well, heary, quo? he, but fat do ye think o'r, 
That it were true I wiſh I gae my coat. 

My mither ſays, I like the lad right well, 

For I like ay the verity to tell. 

He may well fair, the belt day e' er ſhe raiſe, 
Quo? he, I ken nouglit unto his diſpraiſe ; 
He's a gueed lad, and that's the belt of a', 
And for the gear, his father well can draw: 

For he's nae boſs, ſix ſcore o lambs this year, . 
That's heartning guzed, the match is feer for feer. 1 
That's true, quo“ the, but we'll behad a wee. 
She's but a tangle, tho? ſhot out ſhe be, 

She'll be mair ſtivvage and for docker meet, 

If the a toumon be behadden yet. 

Ye's get your will, quo' he, *tis nae far back, 
Sin Ralph and I about it had a crack; | 
They like the bargain jult as well as we, 

And its nae matter fan the marriage be. 

Kiſs o* thy mou', for ſic a welcome tale, 

The lad repli'd, IL wat, thou's get it leel; 

Well mat thou thram, for (in thou's been ſo free. 
I for a whyllie yet fal lat thee bez 1A 
Tho' fair againſt my will, for ye may ken, 

17 bad drink frae drowth is fair againſt the grains 
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Now Flaviana was the country's na re, 
That ay that bonny water-fide did claim, 
Frae yellow ſands that trindled down the ſame. 
The fouks were wealthy, ſtore was a* their ſtock, 
Wi' this, but little cunzie, did they trock ; 
Frae *mang the beaſts his honour got his fa”; 
And got but little filler, or nane awa. 
The water feckly on a level fled, 
WY little dino, but couthy what it made. 
On ilka ſide, the trees grew thick and ſtrang. 
And. wi' the birds they a? were in a ſang: 
On ev'ry ſide, a full bow ſhot and mair, 
The green was even, gowany, and fair: 
With eaſy ſklent, on ev'ry kan the braes, 
To right well up, wi” ſcatter'c buſſes raife : 
Vi? goats and ſheep aboon, and ky below 
The beny braes a' in a ſwarm did go. 
Nae property thefe honeſt ſhepherds pled, 
All kept alike, and all in common fed. 
But ah! mis fortune! While they fear'd no ill, 
A crowd of Kertrin did their forelt fill; 
On iika fide they took it in wi care; 
And in the ca, not cow nor ewe did ſpare. 
| The ſokelels ſhepherds ſtfoo ve wi? might and main, 
To turn the dreavy ehafe, but alt in vain ; 
They had nae maughts for ſiek à rofffonie tal, 
For bare · fac d robbery had put aff the maſk, <- 
Amo” the herds, that plaid a maughty part. 
Young Lindy kych'd himfel wr? hand and heart, 
But mair than maſter nzaws the field, and fac 
It far'd wi' him, poor man, that baplefs day. 
Ahtee fellows bauld and like to lions rang, - 
Were a' his wrack, and wrought him a* his wrang, 
On him laid hands, when he dow. do na mair, 
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And wi” teugh raips they band bim hard an fair... 
Then left him Tying till they ſud come back, 

Hame for a brag intending him to tak. 

The fouk at hame by this time hae their care, 

And that the gueeds are bydinp, wonder fair. | 
To hillock-heads and knows, man, wife, and wean. 
To ſpy about them gather ilka age; 
Some o' them running here, ſome o' them there, 
And a' in greateſt mazermeat and care, 

Nory, poor *oman, had ſome farder gane,. | 

For Lindy fly*d, and ſtanding was her lane, 

Whep up there comes twa ſhepherds out of breath, 
Rais'd- like and blaſting, and as ha as death. 
Wow, Nory ſays, what is the cauſe the day. 
That gueeds and ſhepherds hae made-fic a ſtay 2 
O' guee 1s and ſhepherds, oman, ſpeak nae mair 
Dowie's this day, and gae the reefu” rairz 
They're a' made herſhip, and for ought, we ken, 
The herds may a' be feckly ta'en or flain. 

At this ſad news poor Nory taks the gate, 

What legs could lift, tho? it was dark and late; 
She ran and ſcream'd, and roove out at her hair, 
And to the glen the gaineſt gate can fare. 

Ay as the lads came up, the news they ſpeard, 

1 ſhanno tel you, what effect ithadg _ 

For fic a ruther raiſe, tweeſh riying hair, 

Screeding af kurches, crying dovl and care, 

Wi' thud for thud upon their hare breaſt-bane, 

To ſee't and hear'r, wad brak a heart of (lanes 
Poor Nory runs till ſhe can run nae mair, Þ 
And ſyne fa's down; judge gin her heart was fair ; 
Out at her mou? itjult,was like to bout, 
Intill her lap at ilka ither ihout. Fe 
As lang as. ſhe had pith to rin or gang. 

O Lindy, Lindy, was her dowie ang - 


| 1 #4 } 
Well Lindy, bonny Lindy, art thou dead! 1 | 
Iſe never ſrae this hillock lift my head. | | 
O death, come allo, and be kind to me, 
An frae this fad back · birn of ſerrow free. 
Cry what ſhe liked, Lindy cud na hear, 
As The for. him a quite wrang courſe did ſteer 
T-wa miles at leaſt, for hg had follow'd keen, 
Till him the ruffians ſae did circumveen. 
In this poor pickle heartleſs Nory lies, 
Rowing her head, a mind to never riſe. 
The night grew mark, the miſt began to fa“, 
The howlet ſhrick'd, and that was worſt of a“; 
For ilka time the on- beaſt pae the yell, | | 
In ſpite of grief, it gae her heart a knell. | 
Ar length, what wi' the fright, and what wi! grief, 
And ſoupet ſpirits hopeleſs of relief, oy 
Sleep bit and bit crap in upon her wae, 
And x was quiet, fer an hour or ſae; 
But yet her heart was ay upo' the flought,. 
Sleeping and waking, Lindy fill'd her thought, 
Sair wes ſhe catcht, for ilka now and then, 2 
She'd ſtart, and fumper, then ly o'er again. 
At laſt her dolour gets the upper hand, 
She ſtarts to foot, but has na maughts to ſtand; _ 
Hallach'd and damiſh'd, and ſcarce at her fell, +» 
Her limbs they faicked under-her and fell, 
When ſhe had thought awee, the dowie knell oj 
Strak till her heart, for Lindy, ſharp and ſell. 
"Tis yet pit*mark, the yerd a' black about, 
And the nigkt-iowl began again to ſhout z; | 
'Thro? ilka limb and lith the terror third. 
At ev'ry time the dowie monſter ſkirPd, | 
At laſt the kindly ſky began to clear, . 
The birds to chirm, and day. light to appear: 


This laid her cery thoughts, but yet the pain, 


W e TC SS = ˙⁰. . ꝛ ¹ . 2 


% 


r 25 1 


For her dear Lindy, ever did remain: 


When light did ſair her to ſee round about, ? „ | 


Where ſhe might be, ſhe now began to doubt. 
Nae meiths ſhe kend, ilk hillock-head was new, 
And a' thing unco' that was in her view. 

Nor was it fairly, for ſhe had na been, 

So far a ſieldward, or fic glens had ſeen: 
For ne'er afore, by lang twa miles and mair, - 
Had errands led her thro”: the glens to fare. 
On ilka band the hil's were ſtay and ſteep, 

And ſud ſhe tak them, ſhe behov'd to creep, 
Baith wit and will in her together ſtrave, 
And ſhe's in ſwither how ſhe ſhall behave. 

The fear of Lindy wad na let her tun. 


The frightful craigs,and mountains gar'd, her mourn. * 


And now for faut, and miſter ſhe was ſpent, 

As water weak, and dweble like a bent. 

Yet try*t ſhe maun, her heart it wad na fair 

To thick but Lindy to look hameward mair. 
Up thro? the cleughs, where bink on bink was ſet, 
Scrambling wy? hards and feet ſhe taks the gate: 
Ta hours ſhe took, the longeſt of the day, 

On fic a road ere ſhe clamb up the bre. 
At laſt whan ſhe unto the height had won, 3. 
What kaips her there, but the ſwect. morning ſun. 
Breathleſs and feckleſs, there.) the fits her down, 
And will and willſome ſpied a? her around: 

| Uf-this ſae cquthie blink the was tight faia, 

And for a wee relieved.of her pain. 

But toil and heat ſo overpowr*d ber pith, 

That ſhe grew tabeileſs, and ſwarft „ 

And for a while ſhox out baith hand and foot, | 
As ſhe had beea with an elf arrow hot: 

At laſt the dwaum yeed frae her bit an bir, 

Aud ſhe begios to draw AN and fit, 
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And by the help of a convenient ftane, 

To which ſhe did her weary body lean, 

She wins to foot, and ſwavering makes to gang, 
Ard ſpies a ſpot of averens ere lang; 

Right yap ſhe yoked to the ready feaſt, 

And lay and eat a full half hour at leaſt; 

The feckleſs meltet did her head o'erſet, 
Cauſe nature fraeꝰt did little ſuſt'nance get. 
Sick, ſick ſhe grows, ſyn after that a wee, 
When ſhe o'ercame. the tear fell in her eye; 
And till her ſell ſhe made this heavy main. 
Propines like this Pll get nae mair again, 

Frae my dear Lindy; mony a time haſt thou 
Of theſe to me thy pouches feſhen fu”; 

Alas l poor man, for aupht that I can ſee, 
This day thou lying in cauld bark may'ſt be. 

. And waes me for't, but I ſhall never ſtint, 
Till of thy chance the verity be kent: 

Tho' to the warld's end my ſearch ſud be, 
Dead or alive, thy bonny face Vl fee, 

. Sae up ſhe riſes, and about ſhe ſpies, 

And lo! beneath a boany burnie lies; 

Out thro! the miſt atweeſhi her and the ſun, 
That glanc'd and hin'd in ilka pool and lyn. 

A hail hauf mile ſtie had at leaſt to gang, 
'Thro? birus and pikes and ſcrabs, and heather lang: 
Yet, put and row, wi* mony a weary twine, 
She wins at laſt, to where the pools did ſhines. * 
Alang the burn, that buſked was wr trees, 

A. bonny eaſie beaten road ſhe ſees. 

Upon the buſſes, birdies ſweetly ſung, 

Till a' the cloughs about wr? muſick rung: 
They ſeem'd to do their beſt to eaſe the fair, 
But ſhe for that was o'er far gane in care. 

Let with the pleaſant roddie ſhe was ta'en, 
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And down the burn ſhe taks the road her lane: 

Weening at length, ſhe might ſome town eſpy, 

And ſac amo? them for her Lindy try. 

Now very fair the ſun began to beat, 

And ſhe is like to ſconfice wi” the heat: ; 

The ſummer cauts were trembling here and there, 

And clouds of midges dancing i“ the air: 

The ſtreams of ſweat and tears thro? ither ran, 

Down Nory's cheeks, and ſhe to fag began: 

Wi' wae, and faut, and meethneſs of the day. 

Sae ſair beſet ſhe was, that down ſhe lay. 

For her gueed luck a wee bit aff che paid. 

Grew there a tree with branches cloſe and braid « 

The ſhade beneath a canneſs-braid out throw, 

Held aff the ſun beams frae a bonny how: 

Here ſhe reſolves to reſt, and may be die, 

And lean'd her head unto the kindly tree. 

Her hand ſhe had upon her haffat laid, 

And fain, fain was the of the coollriff ſhade. 

Short while ſhe in this calour poſture lay, 

When welcome ſleep beguil'd her o her wae # þ-4 13 

Three hours that bliſs to her was lengthen*d out, 43 8 
When by odd chance a hunter came about; 44 | 

A gallant youth, and O! fo finely clad, 3 

In bis right hand a bow unbent he had: 

A. bonny page behind hard at his heel, 

Carried a ſheaf of arrows ſhod with ſteel ; 

And knapſack clean, compactliy made and neat, 

Slung o'er his head, well lined with gentle meat, 

As this young ſquire on haſte is ſtanding by. 

Wr a ſide look he ſees a woman lie: 

Jumps in the gate, but whan he ſaw her face, 

Sac {weet, lace angel-like, and fu? of grace: 

He durlt na budge, nor ſpeak, nor gang awa?, 
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On ſic afore his een he ne ver ſet, © - 
Tho? b! uddert now with ſtrypes of tear 


As he's thus p2zing, Cupid draws a ſhaft, 
« And E himſell a maſter of the craft : 
Wi fic a twang he bent his golden bow, 
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Nae eek frae Nory's hame ſpun kirtle came. 
To catch the lover, or to beet the flame. 
Plain was ber gown, the hue was o' the ewe, 
And growing ſcrimp, as ſhe was i' the grow; 
Tis true her head had been made up fu? ſleek 
I be day before, and weell prin'd on her keek: 
But a' her braws were out of order now, 
Her hair in taits hung down upon her brow, 
_ To her left ſhoulder too her keek was worn, 
Her gartens tint, her ſhoon a' ſſcelt and torn. 
And yet ſhe makes a conqueſt, as ſhe lies, 
Nor had a glance been ſhot yet frae her eyes. 
Some fright he-judg'd the beauty might have got, 


And thought that ſhe ev'n by herſell might be, 
And if awaken'd fiercelins, aff. might. flee: 
For ſhe aft times was ſtartiing thro? her ſleep, 
And fumpering, as gin ſhe made to weep. - 
Stili ne looks on, at length hetſell ſhe rais'd, 
And round abeut vi“ conſternation gaz d, 
Upon che ſquire as ſoon's ſhe {et her eyes, 
Up till her foot ſhe bangs with great ſurpriſe; 
1 And was to run; he claught her by the claiſe, 
And aaid, Sweet laſſie, hooly gin ye pleaſe: 
N Nae wrang yeſe get, bide only till I ſpeer 
— What ye be ſeeking, or what fuiſh you here. 
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His fill o“ looking he cou'd never get, - s 
d ſweat. 5 


The red · het arrow pierc'd him through and through, 


Or met wich ſomething hapleſs in ber lot, 


neee senden 


The grip deiain'd her, but ſhe cud na ſpeak, 


5 


Her tongue for fear tint fettle in her cheek. 
Then ſaftly more the ſquire intreats her ſtay, 
At laſt ſhe gae @ ſob, and ſaid, Hegh hey! 

O let me gang, for I hae done nae ill —— 

There's nane here thinks it, ſays he, bat bide ſtill ; 

Tell me, what ails you, and L' right your wrang, 

Be what it liſt 3 and Iſe no hadd you lang. 

My wrang, my wrang, gryteis my wrang, ſhe ſays, 

Gin e'er ye heard of Flaviana's braes 4 

Frae them am |, *tis there my wrang is wrought, 

Wrang unforſain'd, and that we never bought; 

Rank Kettren were they that did us the ill, 

They toom'd our braes that ſwarming ſtore did fill: 

And mair than that, I reed our berds are ta'en, 

And its fair born o' me that they are ſlain. 

For they great docker male, and tulzied ſtrang, 

Ere they wad. yield and let the cattle gang, 

| And a' the ume the tears ran down her cheek, 

And pinked o'er her chin upon her keek. 

To hear her tale his heart was like to brak, 

And fair intreated ſhe wad courage tak N | 
WT Lhat he wad gar the gueeds come dancing hame, 0 | 

And them pay deep and dear. that had the blame, | 
Then with a {mile he to the maiden ſays, | | 
I mind to hear of Flaviana's braes. | | 
Fan I was young upo' the nooriſs knee, 

My mammy us'd to fiag a ſang to me. 

About the braes, and Colin was the lad, 

And bonny jean, the name the laſke had: 

Well were they roos'd, gin a' was faid be truc, 
And fat wat 1, but they belong'd to you, | 
Gia they were bonny, ye are ſae I ſee, 

The tear again came trickling frae her eye, 

Scarce could ſhe ſpeak, at lait ſhe ſobbing ſays, e 

There was a {ang ca'd Flaviana's brae ; ö 
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The fouks intil't belonging were to me, 

And tho? I ſay't, they cou'd not ſibber be, 

Nut ſds the ſany that me maya? ſing now, 
Ot fouks and gear we're rich alike I trow. 

Fear no, ſweet laſſie, fear no, he replies, 

Tis nae a' hopeleſs that in peril lies: 

Tak ye gueed heartning, and lay down your fears, 
Come to this ſtrype and waſh aws* your tears; 

He mak you right enough The kindly tale, 
To gang and waſh, wi* Nory did prevail. 

But O! whan he beheld ber face ſo fair, 

80 ſweet. ſo lovely, and ſo debonnair ; 

Gin he afore was o'er the lugs in love, 

Out o'er the head he now was, and above. 
Now ilka nook ſhe fills within his heart. 

And he reſolves that they ſall never part. 

And to his page then ſays, Tak out ſome meat, 
This lats, Pm ſure, has more than need to eat 3 1 
I thank you, fir, ſhe ſays, but I maun gang, 2 
I fear that 1 hae bidden here o'er lang, b 
Na, bonny laſſie, ſtrive na with your meat, : 
Ye winna get this offer ilka gate. 4 
'Tho? ſhe was ſbametu?*, hunger made her yield, E 
Sae down they fat aneth the ſhady beild ; x, 
Wi' his ain hand he cutted aff and gae. | .E 
And eated wi her, and gar'd her do ſae. CIP BEN | 
When hunger now was ſlaked a litile wee, | N 
She taks herſell, and aff again ſheꝰ II be: 8 
Shamefu' ſhe was, and ſkeigh like ony hare, 
Nor cou'd ſhe think of firing langer there; 
Weening that ane fac braw and gentle - like, 
For nae gueed ends was making fic a fike. 
She hads her hand; the ſquize that had an eye. © 
Set cloſe upon her, reed that ſhe fud flee, . | | 
Says cannily, I'm ſure ye are not faird,  _ 1 = 
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Here's fouth of meat, eat on and do not fpair't ; 

Ye're juſt as welcome as my heart can mak you 

Ye need no fear that any ſkaith o*ertak you of 

As lang's I'm here; for me, [ſe do you nane, 

Nor do I think you ſafe to gang your lane. 

Among thir hills, for ye may meet with ſkaith, 

There's fonk gangs here, that's abler than we baith, 

Een fit you till, aad reſt you here with me, 
| And [ fall ward and warſel for you be. 
= And tell me. this, was ye a-field that day, 
Fan the wild Kettrin ca*d your gueeds away? 

Na, na, ſhe ſays, I had na ufe'to gang, 

XZ Unto the glen to herd this mony a lang: _ 
Some beaſts at hame was watk enough for me, 
= WY! ony help I could my mither gee, 

At milking beaſts, and ſteering of the ream, 

And bouchting in the ewes, when they came ha ne. 

Well, that's all right enough, ke ſays, but then 
How anter'd ye a ficldward fae your late? 

b For what cud ye do, wandring up and down ? 
Le might ha gotten wrang by rogue or lowa. 

Or was your father or your brother there, 
That ye bae dree'd ſae meikle cark and care? 
X She ſays, for brithers I hae nane of them, 
And for my father, he was not frie hame; 

But I to ſpy had wander'd out the gate, 
In fairly, what had kept the gueeds ſae late. 
| Jult as I'm there, twa of our herds came by, 
Rais'd like, and gain” as faſt as they cou'd hy; 
I ſpeer'd fat held the gueeds ſae wond?rous late ? 
8 They tauld me, what had been their dowie fate, 
Iheie me they left, and I, but any mair, 
Gatewards my Jane, unto the glen gan fare. 
And ran o'er pow'r, and ere I bridle diew, 
O'eryeed a' bounds afore I ever knew. 
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The night was dark, and dowie was my caſe, 
And 1 began to rue my reckleſs race, 
Whan day came in, and welcome was the fight, 
For fear maiſt kill'd me in the dead of night, 


T kent no where I was, but on I yeed, 
But of my errand I came little . 


Wert, ſays by laſſie, eight; fa” th now: 
And in this wilſome glen, fat can ye. . 
Tak ye my counſel, and gang on wi? me, 

And a kind lowing I fall lat you ſee : 

Nae man. but woman, ye ſhall ſee therein, 

And be as welcome, as my mithers lin. 

Syne o' the morn, we ſomethiog ſhall contrive, 

That will make matters right enough belyve, 

At thir kind wordies, Nory gees conlent, | 

Sae up they raiſe; and down the burn they went ; 1 
le gae the page a nod to ſtep before, | 

And he himſell came on wi? He lenore 

Kindly and, couthy ay to her he ſpak, 

And held her in gueed tune wi” mony a crack. 

For he was ay in dread, that ſhe might rue, 

And fae he ſtrave to keep the ſubje& new, 

Wad ſpeer her name, and after that her eild, 

Syne wi' a ſmile, ſays, ſoon we'll reach the bield. 

Thir ſhifts he us'd to quiet her demur, 

But O his heart ſtack till her like a bur; 

or as her mind began to be at ſaught, 

In her fair face ilk ſwect and bonny draught. 

Come to themſells, bis heart fand fic a bliſs, 

He wad ha geen his neck, but forae kits 

But yet that gate he dueſt na mak a mein, 

Sae was he conjur'd by her modeſt een, 
Tbat tho? they wad have warm'd a neart of ſlane, 
Had re 2 cal fic freedoms to reſtrain, 
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And ſae for fear he clean ſud ſpoil the ſports 
Gin anes his ſhepherdeſs ſud tak the dort, 

He boore upon him, and ne'er loot her ken, 
That he was ony ways about her fain ; 

Vet many a ſigh and hegh hey, was her ain, 
Upon the road at ilka gow and then. | 

At laſt and lang, when night began to gloomy © 
And eery like to fit on ilka howm, __ = 
1 hey came at laſt unto a gentle place, 

Ard wha aught it, but an auld aunt of his? 
As he came in, ſays aumy, welcome hame, 


This day, I think, ye hae made dainty game. 


Where met ye, nephew, wi” that bonny laſs ? 
Yeie nae blate, lad, to hunt in fic a caſe. 


I've gotten a pout, and brought her living hamey 


And gin I had na, wad ha been to blame. 
The ſtory's lang to tell you how we met, 
But firſt you'll fetch us ſomething ben to eat. 
Iced this laſſie needs it very fair, 

Het meltit lang I ween has been but bare. 
To come alang, ſweer was ſhe to intreat, 
And yet | kend her miſter to be great. 

I promis*d her:gueed quarters, aunt, and ye, 
Unto the laſs as gueed's my word maun be. 
Syne aunty Cries on Betty to come ben, 

See, laſs, your couſin's taen a bra muir- hen. 
Quo? ſhe, a hunting he may gae again; 

Sic pouts as thir may make the hunter fait, 
Then ſays auld auntie to her dother Beſs, 

| Ye'er nae like this wi” a“ your fecky dreſs ; 

| She dings ycu wi“ her hamely gown of gray, 
As far's a — dings a winter day. 


Then auntie ſays, fit down, my bonny hen, | 

And tak a piece, your bed's be made the- ben: 

Ye's ly wi Betty my ain 27 ee 
1412 „ ves. e 5 
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Wha fees your by Re ſkin ye Bey na Care, 3 4 
Fer hers beſide. but like aum'd leather looks, ) 
Well fells the lad, that's farthſt i' your books. a 


Says Betty, ſhe ſhall mair nor welcome be 3 ä 
To tak a ſhare of bed and board wi' me: 
And gin ſhe like it, as I wiſs ſhe may, 
We ſanna part frae ither night nor day. 
Says Or 1mvnp, for. ſo they ca'd the ſquire,. | 
Gramercy, couſin, ye fall hae your, fair, ; 
The firſt time I to town or market gang; 
Whilk, gin hights hadd, will be ere it be lang : | 
A pair of kiikop- ſtrings, and gloves fite-new, 

As gueed as | can wyle, ſhall be your due, 
Says Betty. hadds you, but I think it beſt, 
That ſhe and I lip down and take our telt. 


Now nane was there, but auntie and bimſell, | 
And ſhe ſays till him, I hae news to tell. 
What news ? he ſays, I wiſs they may be gueed. 
Ot fic I'm ſure that I hae mickle need. . 
Well, man, your father's dead. Aunt gar me. trow, I 
Reply d the ſquire, wha tauld fic news to you? 
Baith tale and tales man I to. you fall tell. 

2 days aback a poſt came fr ae bimſell, 
ring for you, and woodripg unco ſair, 

Ther y e had broken tryſt in fic, affair. 

1 Co him back, that ye yeed aff frae me, 
Wi' time enough, at hame in time to be; 
1 wh And in gueed beal, and ſeem'd as fair agaſt, 
| [ o hear the news, and fairly'd as a falt. 
ö This took him by the ſtammack very ſair, | 

His hands he wrings, and cries out dool and care :- . 
He's either by the Kaitds or gyplies. Ries fc. 
Or what look'd likelt, to the army gane. 
Bout onie chreap wacn he and t fell out, : 


* 


L 85 3 


That was the road that he was for, but doubt. 
Gin he has gane, as doubtleſs but he has, 
He'll ſhortly gar us ane and a? cha? fauſe : 
Wi draught on draught by ilka Holland mail, 
He'll eat a' faſter up, than tongue can tell. 
In fic a tune he bade, till at the laſt, 

The dreary thought him in a fever caſt : 
Whilk wrought him ſae, that in three days or leſs, 
He was full ready for his hindmoſt dreſs. 

By now LI think ye need va hae great fear, 

That ye maun tak the laſs wi? meikle gear: 

He was to blame, my brother as he was, 

Againſt your will to bid you tak the laſs, 

Ay auntie, gin ye kent the boony aught, 

"Tis true, ſhe had of warld's gear a fraught ; 

But what was that to peace and ſaught at hame, 
And whilk is warſe, to kick and market ſhame? 
For had my father ſought the warld round, 

Till he the very dightings o't had found, 

An odder hag cou*d not come in his way, 

Than for my truncher what he had laid by. 

An ugly hulgie-backed cankered waſp, 

And like to die for breath at ilka gaſp. 

Her teeth, berweeſh a yellow and a black, 

Some out, ſome in, and a' of different mak: 


Black hairy warts about an inch between, ge ICS. 
O'er ran her atry phyz beneath her een; | i. 
Her bead lay back, and a lang gab fat out, * 


WY! the addition of a ſaiveling fnout ; 
And dak her a' together, rough and tight, 
She wad na been by far hes Take of height: 
And for her temper maik ſhe coud hae nane, 
She'd gar twa paps caſt out on ae breaſt-bane ; 
And yet, lay what 1 liked, nought woud da, 
Bu 1 maun gang, that r 
MY 85 : 


= 
: 


Ld 


ws, — 3 
"FE 1 


1 

My father he yeed with me at the firſt,” 

But a' the time, my heart, was like to birſt x 
To think to lead my life wi? lic an ape, 

I'd rather mak my teſment in a raip. 

But ugly as ſhe was there was no cure, 

But | maun kiſs her cauſe I was the wooer, | 
My father briſkly loot me ſee the gate, 

But I aſſure you, I look'd wond'rous blate 8 
And very thrawart like 1 yeed in by, 

A young man look ſae blate ! ſays he; O , ! 
Nor was it fairly, for ber ſtinking breath 

Was juſt enough tↄ ſconfice one to death: 

But frae my father many a ſmack ſhe gat, 

And l, juſt like to ſpue; like blunty ſac: 

I canna ſay, but ſhe was wond'rous kind, 
And for ber dreffes, wow but they were fine: 
And monie a bonny thing was in our ſight, 
And a'“ thing that wae there, was ſaug and tight: 
Nae little wealch I *ſure you, there we ſaw, 
And ilka thing was rich and fine and bra“: 
Bur for it a I did not care a (tra, 
And wad hae geen my neck to be awa', 

At laſt and lang, as we are riding hame, 
My father ſays, yon is a wealthy dame: 


hen-ye yon bonny things your ain can Af e 

Joes not your heart iy to the bargain now, 
And hae ye not encouragement r 
A's well, I ſays, ex zept hat ſu1 be beſt, 
And whan that's Wrangs What worth is a? the ret ? 
1 grant, he ſays, ſh:'s' nae a brauty wore: 5 
But he thai'wad refule hers 4 Tot; 

: Tho? ye look ſhy, we Kad get ten for ane, 


And PI engage, lte f no be long her lane: 


Fler riggs'l gar the Wooers « come din g dang, 
And hel ſtrike up wi? an? ere it be lang: 
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Se ſtrike the iron, laddie, when it's het. 
And a' the land, and wealth, and baggage get: 
Ye ſee her riggs tun juſt unto our ain, 
„Twill mak a ſwinging lairdſhip a' in ane. 
And Mundy, ſhe's for you aboon them x, 
Sae, whan 'tis at your foot, man, ſtrike the ba,” 0 | 
And miad you, billy, tho? ye looked dry, | 
Yell change your faſhions, and gae ſharp in-by : | 
And daut her o'er and o'er. I'II wad my heal, 
At the neiſt courting *boat, but ye'il come ſpeed 9 
But wha wad hae you, whaa ye fit lie dub, | 
And never open mou”, to ſay a mum? 
Ye maun mak o' her, kiſs her o'er and o'er, 
Say, ye'er in love, and but her cannot cor: 
But for her ſake, maun view the laads 9? leal, | 
Except the pity, and your ailment heal. 
But out o' jeit, and in guzed earneſt, lad, 
Ye maim gae forward, and the bargain had“; 
Or elſe ye's tyne whar e'er ye hal of me, 
There is nae other boot, but it maua be. 
Syne in a little L maua gang again, 
And whilk was worſt of a', niaan gang my lane, 
Am bidden court and daut, and ſeek the laſs, . 
O aunt, but | was at an unco paſs! 4 2441 , 
But I reſolved upan't to put a facꝓx. 
And lee gin I had cann to turn the chaſe. 


Wert, how behav'd ye? did ye gie't the mau, N 

Says aunty, neiſt, wi' mony a ferap2 and bow, N'.. 

| Syne laid your arm athwart her hulgy back, | 
And now and then to ſteal a quiet ſmack? 

Na, by my ſooth I; L came fietcelings in, 

And wi' my trantlims made a clatteridg din. 


And haillt her roughly, and began to fü,, b a 
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Td got a lump of my ain death this day; 
Wi' weet and wind ſae tyte into my teeth, 
That it was like to cut my very breath. 

Gin this be courting,- well I wat 'tis clear, 

J gat na ſic a teazle this ſeven year. 
And ye m«un gee your anſwer juſt perqueet, 
J maun na ilka day be comiag here, 

To get fic ſnifters ; courting's nae a jeſt, 
Another day like this“ Il be my prieſt, 


Well, quo? ihe, nephew, thae was wanton ſports, 
1 1 gard e tak the dorts. 

For fic rcugh courting | hae never ſeen, 

Syne I was born, a lad and laſs between. 

Na aunty, ſays he, ſhe was not ſae ſkeegh, 

Nor wi” ber anſwer very blate or dreegh ; 

But ſays, I'm wae, ye've got ſo foul a day, 
But makſna, till't grow better ye may ſtay. 


Iho't were this month, ye're very welcome here, > 


Of what 1 hae, yeſe get ihe belt of cheer 


I TH1NK, quo? ſhe, yeꝰ re fairly ricked now. 
Nae hauf -e fat, he ſays, as ye wad trow; 
I tauld her that was kind, but then that I 


+, Nae for a night out of my bed coud lj: 
Or if I did, it wou'd be ſeen ere day, | 
There wad be mair than cauſe to tue my ſtays. 
I bhat I the reaſon did na cate to tell, Ax 


It was enough, I kent the cauſe myſell. 
Quo! ſhe, | wiſs I cou d your wanreſt ken, 

"11s may be cauſe ye canna ly your-Jage: 
Gin that be it, ye's be pravided here, 
Tho? may be, nae ſo gueed, but with as near. 


| Iro began to think, the meant herſell. 
But how my {tomagh caile, 1 ſanna tell. 


» 


Na, na, quo I, dis ui Ren d fouk ly, 
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I never liked yet to gang aſtrayhy: : 
This night I maun be hame afore I ſleep, 
Gin ganging winna do't, though I ſud creep. 
Well gin ye be ſe poſitive, ſhe ſays, | 
J {anna argue, come back when e'er ye pleaſe, 
Afore you aye your welcome ye fall find, 
And blame yourſell, in caſe ye come behind. 
Iſe ſee to that, I ſays, and aff I ſcours, - 
Bleſſing my lucky ſtars, and hame I toars.. 


Whan I came hame, the a uld boy ſays to me, 


How hae you ſped 2, is Ketty frank and free 2. 
As frank, I ſays, as heart of man cou'd wils, 
I hae nac fear that I my market miſs. 

Well, Mundy, that's a man, my father ſays, 
We's hae you. coupled then afore lang days ; 
Gin this day fortnight we's be cut and dry, 
There may be danger in't gin we delay. 
Thus wi' my lad I plaid at faſt and looſfe, 
And he begins to think, that now I'm douſe. 
Content, ſays I, but I maun gang and ſee 
My honeſt aunt, afore I married be. | 
And ye may mind, I tauld you crap and root, 
Fan l came here; and that I o'er wad do'ts 
He gae conſent, but bade me keep the days 
And Uring wy couſins with me to the play. 
A' this was gueed, I anes am win awa', 
Reſoly'd ere I pae back a' nails to ca?. 

Gueed was the counſel and advice ye gae, 

By helping me to ſhift that dreary day: 

And bidding me out thro? the foreſt lange, 
And paſs ihe time till matters tock a change: 
*Tvas mair nor lucky, that I was not here, 


Whan the. auld, man about me ſent to ſpeer: 


And lucky, ucky was it that 1 yeed 
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Out thro' the glens, and that 1 came fic ſpeed, 
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Ven borny creature that J fuiſh with me, | 


Aboon a' woman-kind my wife ſhall be: 
Except ſhe ſay me nay ; now, aunt, ye mann 
Lend me a lift, about her, gin ye can: 
She's even now eas wild as any racy 

And wad need canny guiding ere ſhe ſtay: 


Fan ſhe gets up, its ten to ane but ſhe, 


As ſhe is on the floupht, for aff will be; 
Put ye maun ſtrive the gully well to guide, 
And daut _ _ fair, to gar her bi de. 


Bur nephowh ae ſhe, ye're upon extremes, 
(Trying my lad) end living upon dreams: 


- This choice is Juſt as unco as the laſt, 


And fouk?ll fairly at it juſt as faſt. 

A bair- brain'd hitle ane wagging a' wr duds, 
And loeks as ſhe had dropped frae the clouds. 
What will ſouk ſay, to ſee you mak the choice, 
1 will ge you mak nae little noiſe. 


And bat care 17 let n ſay what they pleaſe, 


Sin we heed ſays, we'll never ſit at eaſe. 


Replies the ſquire, and L hae heard yourſell 
Your ſentiments another way to tell; 

'T bat there in parents cond be nacthing werſe, 
Than bairns to marry 'gainſt their will to force. 
Well, nephew, I bae done, replies the aunt; 
That is my judgment, 1 do freely grant, 

J like the laſſie, Mundy, wi' my heart, 
And as ſhe's bonny doubt na but ſhe's ſmart. 
The creature's young, ſhe'll ſh:pe'to any caſt, 
Nae tree till it de —— becomes a malt. 
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Ye ken yourſell the morp that I maun gang, 


And keep the things at hame frae gaing wrangs 


In any order when I things have ſer, 

Vil back again return withouten let. 

Keep her in tune the belt way that ye can, 
But never mou · band till her onie man. 

For I am far miſtaen, gin a? her care | 
Spring not frae ſome. of them that miſſing are. 
The greateſt fayour ye can do io we 

Frae thinking lang will be to keep her free - 
Gin ſhe grow weafy, tell her Pll be back _ 
Ere mony days, and gueed my promiſe mak 3 
Whilk was, that ever I Jud bear the blame, 


Gin I their guetets. gar not came dancing hames - 


] need na tell you how you ſud bchaves 
But a' unto your ylegger wiſdom leaves 
Wi' thir injunctions, 1 bid you adieu, 


By day and dawn the morn the bogs Pl view. 
Neis r day, when light ib thro' the window 


Nory bangs up, and cties, I've lien o'er lang; 
Betty, wha was upo' the catch, replies, 
Lie fill, ſweet Nory, tis o'er ſoon to tiſe. 
As they are cracking, aunty ſhe comes ben, 
And ſmiling lays, how ſlept my bonny hen, 
Betty, hae ye about her taen gueed care? 
Ye're but a reſtleſs bed - fellow. I fear. © 
Well bae 1 lien, ſweet miſtreſs, Nory ſaid, 
I never lay afore in fie a bed; 

dae ſaſt and warm, and wi' ſae bonty claiſe; 
Indeed I've been fu? well at my ain eaſe, 
Let you nor yours in fic condition be, 


As yon bra? laird, well mat ke thram, fand me: 


The bonny bed has gar'd me ly o'er lang. 
I manna langer bids, but F N 
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Huly, my bairn, hae ye nae haſty care, 

Ye need no riſe theſe couple of hours and mair. 
Ile come again, and raiſe you time enough, 
Our lads yet have not budg'd to yoke the plough, 
Sa? ont ſhe ſlips, and fnecks the door behin'. 
And Beſs and Nory to their crack begin. 
Woman, ſays Beſs, I think we'll tak advice, 
An1 een ly ſtill, my mither's unco wiſe, 

She's up, but cannot ly for want of breath, 

And fays that early riſing did ber ſkaith, 

O'er browden'd -o the watld ſhe was aye, 
Tris beſt we guide ourſetves as lang's we may. 

| She ſays, if ſhe were back at auld fifteen, © 

- She'd never do again as ſhe has done | 

And ſae 1 think we'd better now re a 
Than wiſs that we had yeſterſtay again. 
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Bor O, fays Nory. F am far frae hame, 
And this laſt night 1 had a dreary dream. 
My heart's yet beating'w? the unco fright. 
And whan lm waking, think I ſee the fight. © 
I thought that we were waſhing at our ſheep, | 
In ſic a pool, and O bur it was deep, 
I thought therein a lad was like to drown, : - 
His feet yeed frae him, and his head went down. 
Flaught. bred into the pool myſell I keeſt, | 
Wecning to keep his head aboon at feat; 
But e'er I wilt, L clean was at the float, | 
Iſanna tell you, what a gloff I got. 
- My een grew: blind, the lad L cou'd na fee, 
But ane 1 kent na took a claught of me; 
And fuiſh me out, and laid me down-to dreep, | 
Sae burden'd was I, I could hardly creep. 
Great was the care this ſtranger took of me, 


And © ! 1 thought-binboony; blyrh and free. 
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Dry claiths, I thought, he gae me to put ou, 
Better by far. and brawer than my own; 

And whan | had come ſomething to myſell, 
Ayont the pool I ſpy'd the lad that fell, 
Drouked and looking unco urluch like: 

A laſs about him made an unco fike, 

Drying and dighting at him up and downy 

I kent her no, but ſtriped was her goẽ n. 
But O the ſſcair I got into the pit. 
I thought my heart had couped frac its hol. 
And ſae I waken'd glamping here and there. 

I wat ye might hae found me in my care. 
Said Beſs tis true, your fump'ring wakenꝰd me, 
And I ycu jour dy'd, that ye might be fre. 
As they are cracking, aunty chanced to paſs, 
And ſays, fu are ye now, my bonny laſs? 

Tis now fair-davg'and Beſs and ye may riſe; 
See I: fs, here's for: you a new pair of ſtays; 
And there's a gown, {ame langer not your ain, 
Beſs, put a“ well upon her, and come ben. 


Now leave we Nory wi' her change of dreſs, 
Under the care of aunty and of Befs, + - 
Till we inform you of poor Lindy's fate 
That was left corded up at fic a rate. 
Tuggling and ſtruggling how to get him free, 
He did great pyne and meikle ſorrow dree, 
Till with che grips he was baich black and blue. 
At laſt ia twa the dowie raips he gne w. 
But three haill days were outly come and gaen, 
E'er he the taſk cou'd manage him alane; | 
And fan the raips were loos'd and a“ ſer by, 
Then Lindy to ſtand ap began to try. 
But, by your favours that's aboon his thumb, 
For he feil un bis bum 
j a7; | 
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Nis queets were dozen'd, and the fettle tink, 
Ye in them of the raips wad ſeen the dint 5; 
And mair outout, the lad wi? faut was gane, 
And naething left amaiſt but ſkin and bane- 
At laſt he ſhoop hi ſell again to ſtand. 

Wi' help of a rou ch kent in till bis hand, 

But ſwaver'd ſaez as ye hae often ſeen, 

Ane for a month had in the fever been. 

He taks the gate, and travels as he dow, | 
Hame vith thro?-mony a wilſome height and how x 
To Coiin's houſe by luck that neareſt lay, 

He, tired and weary, hirpled down the brae, 
Whan he came in, wha's fitting here but Jean, 
Poor Colin's honeſt wife, her ie fu“ lane. 
Nae jor iotill her hand, bur greeting fair, 

And lookin g like: threeſcore and ten wi? cares. 
Tho? fax and thirty held her yet again, ; 

$a fair for Nory ſhe was now in pain; 
And Colin too, for he had gane to try, 

Gin he the laſhe thru“ the hills might ſpy 
But tint nor tryal, ſhe had gotten nane, 

Of her that firſt, or him that laſt was gane 
Fan ſhe heard Lindy, ſaying, Peace be here,? | 
She looked up and-tays, * and welcome here. 


Wow, Lindy, is this ye? whare hae you been ? 


Hae ye our Colin, or poor Nory ſeen ? 

Na, well 1 wat L, *oman, whare yeed they? 
They're nae ſae wood, I hope, as chale the 
Wha they hae chas'd I kenna, Jean replies, 


Bat fince they yeed frae me, bs lang three dayr j ; 


Poor Nory gallop d off that very night, 

That wi' the guetds' we gat the dreary . 
What was her ends, I kenns; yet I fear 
That ye was at the bottom of her care. 


The nds ta ae . Wye de , 
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And ſhe rang aff at rais'd as ony deer; 

Land- gates unto the hills ſne took the gate, 

After the night was gloom'd and growing late. 

We kent nae what cane of her till neiſt day. 

That the herds tauld they ſaw her run awa | 
At this her father took the road, poor man, - | 
And to the ęlens, like aue diſtracted, rid T. 

Of ane or other, Poe nde notice gut, > 

I fear the warſt, that do vie is their lot; f 
And Ll wich grief am ming here my lane. 

The warſt three days, that oer my aca 1 his gane. 


Aup are ye ſaying Nory is awa? _ 5 il 
Says Lindy tall her, that's tne wart of a' | 
Hard's been my fartune for thir three days paſt; | | 
But I have met the hardeſt at tlie labs -— "ORs | 
My chread of: life is now wora very ſme?, -- | 
Juit at the nick of hracking into twa z- =: 
What fuſioa's in it 1 ſall freely ware, 

As lang's | can, in ſeeking. out my dear; 

Great may the hardihups be hat the kay 

And goiten for: my! fake ſo hard a ſet. | 

Poor man! O ga 1 had-pith to gang 

To find her out tho's:fud-0e-n=qt 12 lang; 1 

My heart's bleed for her L wat frank y ware, 

Sae be | cou'd relieves her ot her cute. 1 22 

Then riſes up, and jean ſays. gue ed's your cauſe, 

For mony a day ye've-picid among the: ſhaws ; 

But fair 1 dreed, your labour will be yaing 

Had ſhe been liviag, the: had been again. 

But ſince ye're gang. I ſanaa you withſtand, 

But ye maum tai à piece into your hand: 

And here's a wallet ſtufl & wi cheeſe and 

To help you on the ton, for yellbas dee. 
Seel wync and,ommyncy mils no height nor how, 
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And ery wheneber ye come upon 2 know, 
And ilka gate ye gang baith far and near, 


As well for Colin, as for Nory ſpeer. 
Alas ! 1 wat na what to bid you dee, 


Or which is deareſt to me, he or ſhe. 


Tus pate he taks, a kent intill his band, 
And whan he raiſe had hardly, pith to ſtand ; 
Out thro? the hills the gaineſt way he took, 261 
And in his ſearch miſs'd neither hook nor-crook 
But O tho? herwas willing he was weak, 


And ſyne with griet bis heart was like to break, 
He ſtieſs'd himſell to cry aboon his pith, 


And try'd his ſtrength with ganging limb and lith. 


Aftimes he boot to ſet him down to reſt, | 


The night fa's on him with thick weet and miſt; 
A cauld ſtane- ſiue che beeld that he cou'd max 


All night the rain was pelting on his back: 

Ae wink o' ſleep wit grief and cauld and wet, 
Out throw the wilſome night he coud na get. 
Whan day came in, the litz Began to clear, 

And round about he ſpie s baith fir and near ; 
Cries mony a Nory, but no anſwer bears, 
Syne weltlins thro? the glen his courſe he ſteers, _ | 
And as he yeeo, the track at laſt he found, 

Of the ca'd herſhip on the moſſy ground ; 

And on he gaes anither livelang day, 


But neither finds his Nory, nor the prey. 


Night fa's again, and he maun tak a meld, 


It was na guced thir rugged hills cou'd yield ; 


But wi' ſome hopes he uavels on while ge 
I he way the her{hip had been driven could ſee; 
Weening that ablins Nory might hae gane, 


Upon the track, but he was ſair miſta en z a T A 
For be the welt and ſhe the caſt hand took, - -, 
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The in with road, by favour of the brook. 


Neiſt day *painſt noon he comes upon a brae, 
Where many a beaſt at their own leifure lay: 
But far beneath him, that he cou'd na ken, 

Gin onv of them might have been his ain. 

A burn ran in the laigh, ayont there lay 

As many feeding on the vther-brae ; 

Down gate wards to the burn his courſe he ſteers, 
But in his fight no herd as yer appears ; | 
Whan he came down bra” ſtepping ſtanes he fand, 
And ver he ſteps; his kent inti!l his hand. : 
Juſt as he landed at the other bank. 

Three luſty fellows gat of him a clank; f 
And round about him bicker'd a? at an*s, 

As they were playing at the penny ſtanes; 

And wha were they, but the ſa ne neaty three, 
That with the raips gard him the dolour dree ? 
Ha, ha, my lad, ſays they, ye are nae blate, 

They gang right far about, that never mec: 

It ſeems ye are na fair'd wi“ what ye got, | 
Ye's find that we can caſt a harder knot; 

And till him ſtraight, and binds him o'er again, 
Till he cry'd out with the fair banking paia ; 

And mony a paick unto his beef they laid, 
Till with the thu:nps, he blue and blae was made; 
Then flang him by juſt like a ſlaughter ſheep, 
And bade him reſt him there and tak a ſleep. 

At night whan they were ready hame to gang, 
Aad ſhadows frae hill heads were growing lang; 
His legs they loog'd, but flighter'd kept his hands, 
And laſht him on before wi? birken wands, 
About his houghs, and round about his lugs, 
And at his hair loot mony unco drugs; 
Whan he's ca'd hame, they ſhot him in before, 
In a black hole, and ſnavly lock'd the door, 
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As he is chamber'd up, he hears a grain, 
As of a body making dowie main: 
Altho? the voice ſeem'd till him upeo nears 
For very fear, he durſt va budge to ſpeer, 
Whan he had lien a wee, the bodie ſays, 
O pin 1 were in Flaviana's braes | 
Naething ſud gar me gae ſae far aßeld. 
'Tho? I at bame ſud to the ſkip be peel d. 
He kens the word, and ſays, O waes me fell, 
Is that-ye, Colin, are ye there your ſell? | 
"Tis I, ts 1, out tell me what are ye, 
That 'n this dreary darkſome hole kens;me? 
E'en Lindy here, your ain auld _neiper's fin, 
Sbakl'd baith hands and feet, wi' a fair ſkin'# 
That's unco luck, but gueed I ſanna ca't, 
Ard yet intill't there ſomething couthbie fraat. 
£ mong illibands yourſell as well as I, 
It ſeems has fallen, our fortune's been hut thry. 
Anes on a day, I thought na to bae deen 
Sae ſadly hew'd, and fic miſchances ſeen: 
But far'll ye ſay ? fic things has been afote's, 
And we mavy thole them, tho' they had. been worſe 
But tell me, Liody. fat was't fuſh you out, 
Or was ye ca'd awa? into the rout? 
J was na ca'd, ſays Lindy, but was knit, 
And in chat ſeet, three Jangſome days did fit. 
Jill wi' my teeth I gnew the raips in twa, 
Ard wi' ſair pingling wan at laſt wa; 
Crop hame wi meikſe ado, and fan l came 
Fand in your houſe nae bodie, bat your dame: 
Frae her I leart poor Nory's chance and yours, 

Bae aff again what legs cud lift, I ſcours ; 

Thro' mony hills, till at the laſt, I fell 

' Among fic fouks as ye hae fallen yourſell. 
Fan came ye here;? nae mair bat yelterday, 
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wie dowie tone poor Colin maks reply. 

Well, man, he ſays, for anes we're nicked now, 
And maun beneath our thrawart fortune bow. 
We maun be doin g, ſince better maun na be, 
We'll ablins yet ſome lucky day get free. - 
Heard ye of Nory neathing as ye yeed, 

Out throw their dowie glens, alive or dead? 
Nae tint nor trial, Lindy ſays, I fand, 

Nor cou'd I cf her hear, on ony hand, 

Tis mair nor likely then, poor Colin ſays, 
That ſhe is at the yont end of her days; 

Poor thing ! ſhe's may be picked now as bare, 
By greedy beaſts, as -worry*d ſheep or hare. 
Thus ilk are to the other made their main, 
And figh'd and grat, and figh'd and grat again; 


As day-light came, in the Sevidans eame, 
Whaſe nature to their country gave its name: 
And to the men ſet by a taſk of hay, 
To work till even, frae the brak of day: 

Each in their hand a ſcrimp hauf bannock got, 


That ſcarce for anes wad fill their mouth and throat; 


So ſet in view, they cud na win awa', | 
And boot to work, or they their backs wad claw. 
Their ſtent was mair than they cou*d well mak out, 
And whan they fail'd their backs they roundly rout. 
About mid- day they ae ſlim meltit ſeat, 
- And with it aftentimes the maiden weat z 

Nor had the aft upon this errand gane, 

Till ſhe is with the love of Lindy talen: 

And frae the time that Cupid (hot the dart, 

And (tack it in the bottom of ber heart, 

Their meltit was twice better than before, 

For ſhe ne“ er ſtuck to gang out o'er the ſcore. 
Stoup-full's of crouds and —_ ſhe aft wad ſteal, 
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And cou'd her ſouple tricks frae minny heal. 

By this my lads a better living had, 

And to her for it mony bleſſings pray'd: 

Whan ſhe had gane a while, ſhe grew mair grave, 
Which made them ſpeer why ſae ſhe did behave ? 
Was ſhe found out for mending o' their meal? 
Or was ſhe ferimped of content or heal? 

Na, na, ſays ſhe, that lad was a' her care, 
That was fo ſetting with his yellow hair; 

She cud na help it, but ſhe boot to tell. 

And how to cure her he knew beſt himſell. 
Auld Colin'fays, he wad-be in the wrang, 

Gin frae your heal he held you ſhort or hang 
Sae be it be into the Jaddie's power, 

By onie means your dowie caſe to cure. 

For kind, and mair nor kind, to us ye've been, 
Since we began to toil upon the preen, 
What is't chat ails you ? ſpeak and dinna ſpare, 
And gin he can, he'll eaſe you o' your care. 
Well can he do't, gin be but likes himſell. 
Be what it likes, ſays Colin laſſie tell. 
Then Bydby lays, ſo was the maiden's name, | 
My very heart is lowan in a flame 


3 For Lindy there, and maun lie down and dee, 


Except I get him: that's what troubles me: 
I ſmor'd the flame, and thought o keep it in, 
But aye the more | ſmor'd, it ſpread within + 
Till now, ye ſee t has blaz'd out at my mou', 
Ye ken my trouble, Lindy, pity now. + 
Well fall ye fare, as lang as ye bide here, 
Altho? your biding were for day and _ x 
And gin ye thought that latting you awa' 
Wad be a favour, I on means wad fa?! 
To lat you out, upon the dead of niht. 
; Fan ye wag be 2 ere 1 Was bght,-- 14514 
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But upon this pe reonnon T agree, 

To lat you gae, that Linly marry me: 
And tak me hence, till we get tine and place 
To get a prieſt to gee's the haly grace. 


Now ye mann ken, whan they came frae the hay, 
They ilka night were under Jock and, key: 
And ilka morning by the ſcreak o' day, 
They're ſet to wark, and ſnaply ca'd awa. 
Well, Bydby, Colin ſays, ye's kea as ſoon 
As you to-morrow come to us at noon. 
Whan ſhe's awa' to Lindy Colin ſays, 
BW What think ye, man, wi'll yon frank laſke pleaſe ? 
= Will ye our freedom purchaſe at this price, 
| „Twill ſoon be done, for Bydby is na nice; 
Ye'll ken by this, that the aul'proverb's true, 
&Breeks maun come ſpeed, when petticoxts will woo 
| Sair are we nidder'd, that is what ye ken, 
And but for ber, we had been bare the ben: 
And gia we baalk her, ſtead of being kind, 
What we already bae o' her we'll tyne; 
And getting aff ye ſee is yont our power, 
We're never out of fighc for half an hour. 
But {ome chield ay upon us keeps an ee, 
And ſae we need na lippen to get free. 
I wonder, Colin, to bear you ſay ſae, 
Kenning my mind anither gate to gae. | 
Says Lindy ſyne, And what wad Nory ſay, 
Gin ſhe be living? as i wiſh ſhe may: 
Wad ſhe uo think herſell but ill paid hame, 
And ready be of falſehood me to blame ? 
Says Colin, Man, pin that be a“ your dread, 
Ye need na halt, for Nory's ſurely dead: 
She's got, | fear, what marriage the-will get. 
That's wi” the moaid, ſac 85 needs be na let, 
w3 | 
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But of the proffer I ſall paſs my ſkill, - 

Tho? it be wrang to lear fouk to do ill: 

Seem ye content to hald her to her bode, 

We'll mak a ſhift to tyne her by the road; 

And ſae get aff; 'tis hamper'd living here, 

Slip we this knot, we may miſs't for a year. 

Dae whan ſhe comes the morn, blink in her eye, 

Ard wi' ſome franknefs her your anſwer gee. 

Well, Lindy ſays, I'll try to do my beſt, 45 

Weſe well begin, and leave good luck the reſt. 
Bronx neiſt day, whan noon comes on appears, 

And Lindy, what he could, his courage cheers ; 

Look'd braw and canty, whan ſhe came in by, 

And ſays, Twice welcome, Bydby, here the day. 

At this the laſſie's courage got a heeze, 

And thinks her wiſs is now come to the cree ze. 
Gin ſhe came well provided ay afore, 8 

This day ſhe fuith the belt of cheer gilore. 

Bae they ſat down a' frankly to their meat, 

And Lindy *rreated Bydby fair to eat; 

And blyth was ſhe. and frankly took a ſhare, 

And thought the ſaw the yont end of her care, 


Wuan they had eaten, and were ſtraitly pang'd, 

10 hear her anſwer Bydby greatly lang d. 
And Lindy did na keep her lang in pain, 

But ſays, Pn of your proffer wond'rous fain; 

Gie us our leaſh the night, and ye fall be 

My dauted laſs, and gang alang wi' me. | 

Well fell my heart, lays Bydby, Lindy now, 

Well waird 1 think what 1 hae geen to you ; 

I' keep my word this night, and ye fall ſee 

Ere the firſt cock that | {all ſer you free, 

Whan the yeed hame, the Spent the aſteraeen, 
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Backling and making ready for the green ; 
Bannocks and kebbocks kait up in a claith, 
She had wiled by, and row'd up in her waith; 
This ſhe ere even had teatily laid by, 

And well happ'd up aneth a call of hay. 

Whan tired and weary they came hame at e'en, 
They're clapped. up into their hole bedeen; 
The key brought in, feat ben. and cloſely laid 
Aneth the bouſter of her brither's bed; 

And Bydby now is all upoa the catch, 

Sleeps not a wink, bat tentily does watch, 

* Bout the bell hour of midaight does ſhe ſlip 
Out of her bed, jult frae her mither's hip; 
Gaes bea, and calmly ſteals awa' the key, | 
Frae 'neath her brither's bouſter, waere it lay: 
Opens the portal door wi' little dia, 

And what the may, out to the lads gan rin z 
Says, Are ye ſleeping? riſe and wia awa', 

? [is time, and juſt the me for you to draw: 
For now the lads are ſleepiaghorn hard, 

The door upon the dogs ſecurely bart'd. 

Ichie nor ocaie now ye winna hear, 

The beit ume in the warld for you to ſteer. 
Cohn and Lindy now are cut and dry, 

What legs cou'd litt their with'd eſcape to try: 
dae out they came, the night was calm and clears 
And Bydby had der baggage. lying near; 
Together a“ they nimoiy tak the gate, 

And ſcour' d the foreſt ax aa awfa' rate. 

But nan they. were abeut twa miles awa', 
Linay begaa with, care his. head to claw. 
Stands (hill and lays, Waes men 4 hae forgot, 
Wu hait of coming at, xg fetch ny cou, 
What ail 1 do, u Was almziſt rang new. 
Tu bat a hether fince t came aff the cle w 
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© Bydby, laſſe, and yeſe be my bride, 
Rin back about it, here about we'll bide, 


Till ye come back; your birn ye may lay down, 


For rinning ye will be the better bown. 

Poor Bydby trows him, and rins back again, 
Then ſay the lads, I think the day's our ain: 
They turſe the baggage, and awa? they ſcour, 
Out oer the yonter brae with a“ their power. 
Poor Bydby was na lang ere ſhe ran back, 
Mounts up the coat ere ye a nut wad crack: 
And to the road again with a' her pith, 

And ſouple was ſhe ka limb and lith : 

Back in a clap, ſhe's at th' appointed place, 
Frae which to fetch the coat ſhe took the race. 
Looks round about her, but ſhe naething ſees, 
And back and fore ſhe ſeeks among the trees: 
But na, it winna do, nae bodie's there, 

She cries; nac anſwer; then begins her care, 
O Lindy, Lindy ! haſt thou left me ſae? 

Dear is this coat of thine to me the. day. 
What ſhall come of me? hame I dare na gang, 


"Lhe herds and gueeds will be a- field ere lang. 


We're a' amiſſiag. Pil' ger a“ the wyte, 
And nane hut me alane to dree the flyte. 


Hame ? no; what gueed to me at hame cou'd be, 


Whan my dear Lindy is awa' frae me ? 

But may be, they hae gane ayont the brae, 

To hae't ahind them ere the brak of day: 

I'll on and ſce, gin there about they ly, 
They'll either fee, or hear me, whan I cry: 
For Lindy looked not like ane to cheat, 

Or ony laſs ungratefully to treat. 
| Then up the brae with a' her might ſhe hies, 
And tan ſhe's paſt it, mony a Lindy cries : 
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But by your favour, there's no Lindy there, 
There's nane to anſwer, and as few to hear. I 


Now by this time; the ſan begins to leam, 

And lit the hill heads with his morning beam; 
And birds, and beaſts, and fouk to be a ſteer, 
And clouds of reek frae lumb-heads to appear. 
When ſhe had cry'd and grat, and cry'd again, 
And fand that a* her crying was in vain: 
She e' en lay down aneth her load of care, - 
And wiſh'd that ſhe were dead, and dead juſt there 
A mournful ditty till herſell ſhe ſang, | 
las flaughts roove out her hair, her hands ſhe wrung: 
Vet wi' the weary coat ſhe wad na part, a 

Becauſe it gae ſome gladdening till her heart. 

Fat fall I do? gang hame again? na, na, 

That were my hogs to à blate fair to ca? 

Anes out I am, I' never turn again, 

Tho' till 1 die I gang, and gang in vain. 2 

Northward frae this I aften heard them ſay, 

That their ain country, Flaviana, lay. 
That gate I'I hald, gin I the airths can keep, 
And fan I canna gang, Pll try to creeps - 
It may be l upon the gate may fa“, | | 
And frae my birn of ſorrow win aw). 
But ſhe had naething nature to ſuſtain, 
The lads had with them aff the baggage ta%en. 
For a. the wealth that ſlie had left ar han, 
Of cheeſe and barinocks, butter, lk and ream, 
That day the was as ftemalit* ita, © © 
As the wild Scot thit wins im Gallows _ 
But dool yet bad naJatten her feet her want, 
Or think of the miſſuck of being ſcanu t 
Altho' her weam was toom, and ſhe grown 1 
Love mixt with care helpt to ft! up tbe gag. 1 
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As ſhe was ſouple like a very eel. 8 

Ober bill and dale with fury ſhe did dreel, 

A? roads to her were good and bad alike, 
Nane o't ſhe wyl'd, but forward on did ſtreek. 
Put as ſhe kent no, ſhe miſtook the call, 

And mair ard mair fell ſrae the road they paſt. 
O'er monie heights ard hows ſhe ſcour'd ere noon, 

And could have thol'd the chance of a disjune. 
But naething had her cravings te lupplie, | 
Except the berries of the hawthorn tree, 

And ſlaes and nuts that in the thickets grew; 
Oftheſe indeed fh- could hae taen anew; 

But ſcweway on her they fuiſh on a change, 
That gut and pa? ſhe keeſt with braking ranges 
The fiercelings race her did ſo hetly cadge, 

Her ſtan mack cud ra fc raw vittals ſwage 3 

Siek. ſick ſhe grows, as ever lay on (trac, | 
And near gae up the ghoſt twee ſh that and wae., 
Down ſhe maun lay, ſhe was ſo lair oppteſt, 

And try gin ſhe wad beiter be of reſt. _ * 

Sin ſhe was toon afore, ſhe's roomer now. 
Her heart was like to lovy: cut at her mou'. 

In care- bed lair for three lang hours ſhe lay, 
And by this time *tis well o'er in the day: 
Now piece and piece the ſicka eis wears away, 
But ſhe's as dweble as a windle- ſtrae. 

Weak as ſhe was, ſhe taks the gate again, 

And geed na far till ſhe obſerves two men, 

To north and eaſt of her a piece before; 

As ſoon's the ſaw them ſhe began 10 roar; 
Crying, Byde ſtill, and running what ſhe dow, 

The men her hear, and ſat down on à know. 
She was na lar g till ſnaply ſhe came 100, 1 
The men lockt up, and ſaid, Laſs what's ado, ' 

Wban ſte them ſaw, ſhe fand ſhe was miſtaen 
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They fpeerd, fat was ſhe ſeeking there her lane ? 


Sae far frae towns, it cou'd na be for gueed, 
That ſhe was wand' ring there in ſic a meed. 
Tis for nae ill, ſhe ſays, that I am here, 
Nor errandlefs, tho” ye be free to ſpeer. 


Twa men | ſeek, and thought ye had been they, | 


Twa men ye've got, ſay they, then come away. 


Na, na,. ſhe ſays, I'm nae of men fo ſcant, 
And tho' I'm ſeeking, ye're no wha I want. 
But tell me gin ye ſaw twa men the day, 

The ane with yellow hair, the other gray. 


I'll wa, ſay they, the yellow hair'e's your jo 3 7 


'Tis maybe ſo, ſhe ſays, and maybe no. 

Is that his coat ye carry on your back? 

'Tis e'en the ſame, and been a heavy wrack. 
He maun be little worth, that left you ſae. 
He maybe is, young man, and may be nay, 
Ye're unco ſhort, my laſs, to be fo lang, 

But we maun ken you better ere ye gang. 

I think it beſt, ye gee that coat to me. 

I think not ſae, and fo we diſagree. 

It is na yours, and fat wad ye do wi't ? 

As little can ye think, that I wad gee't. 
Twas never made for me, ye may well ken, 
And fouk are free to gee but what's their ain. 
Ye may be ({town't awa' frae fide ſome lad, 
That's faen aſlcep at wanking of the fau'd. 


'Tis nae fic thing, and ye're but ſcapt of grace, 


To tell fic baddords till a bodie's face, 

Aw, bonoy laſs, ſays he, ye'll gee's a kiſs, 
And 1 fall ſet ye right on, hit or miſs. 

A hit or mils Pli get, but help of you, 


Kiſs ye ſklate-ſtanes, they winna weet your mou, | 


And aft the gaes ; nu loot a ring 
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As ME Weh with heed to tak her in; 
But as luck was, a knibblach took his tac, 
And o'er faes he, and tumbled down the brae. 
His neiper leuch, and ſaid it was well waird, 
Let never jamphers yet be better fair 

Sae ſlie eſcapes by favour of her heels. hi 
And made nae ſtop for ſcfabs, or Ntanes, or en 
Twa mile ſhe ran afore ſhe bridle, drew. 

And ſyne ſhe lean'd her down upon a brow :. 

Sair out of breath, and almaiſt tint for faut, 
And ſpies beneath a buſs of hat- ye ca wt? 
Ay Etnagh berries, and yeed down the bra, 
And there fhe gets them black as bny llae. 

On them ſhe pengy'd well, and flarker grew, 

And gather'd ſtrength her jobrney to pure, | 
But by this time, the night begins to fa, © 
And ſhe frae ony beeld was far awa ,,,, 
Except ſtane - ſides, and they | had little lythe, 

Vet of the ſame The for che time is blythe. 
But a' thing now grew black and eery like, 

And ſhe nae living had to her to ſpeak. | 

And tho” ſhe was right batdach on day lig, 

dae was as fly'd as ony hare at night. 

The earnbleater,.or the mufrfowl's craw, 

Was like to melt her very heart awa?, 

Yet boot ſhe hana. but } pain to dree, 

And ne'er a wink that night came in her eye. 

I canna tell the caſe that The was in: 

But whan the lay rock does her {ſang begin, 

Blyth at her heart ſhe was, and turſt ber coat 
Upon her back, and to the gate The got; 

Ay hading ealtlins, as the ground did fe, ; 

And trae the heights ay {trove to keep awa', | 

But yer nae country in her fight appears, ö 
But dens and bürns, and * and langfome” moore, 


fi . 
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This way ſhe trave)s till the noon of days. 
And now her heart is like to melt away 


That of her ſocrow ſteabd away a part. © 

But floughtrous dreams. ſtrave: what they could to ſpill 
The bliſs that ileep was making, to her il. 
She thinks ſhe's. chaced for lating 2 mea, 
And taking butt the ke, that lay the- ben; 
Wi' mony a threat:to tharſii her back and fide, 
Gia they came till her, if ſh2 wad na bidde: 
And up ſhe ſtarts, and glowr'd a' round about, 
And gin't 'twas true or na, begias ta doubt, 
And with what pith ſhe had, ſhe tries to gang 
For fear that ihe auld bz ofertane ere lang. 

But little ſpeed the came, and yet the ſwate 

Was drapping frae her at an uace rate, . 
Snowding trae ſide to fide, and lewdring on, 
With Lindy's coat ſyde hanging on her drone. 
In this poor pickle, whan. help wad ha been 

The blytheſt fight that ever he had ſeen, 
What ſpies ſiz comiag, but a naked man, 
Foaming like ony bear that ever ran?; 
And high aboon him, -vap'riog in bis hands 
And glenting with the ſun, a bloody brag  _ 
Roaring and ſwearing hke a rais d dragon, _ 

That he ſud ſee the heart's. bleed o the low, 

What in the earth to do ſhe cha. oa tell, „ 
For fear quite maiter'4 her, and dowa the fell, 
The man that. rampi 
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| C:me fercelins up, and crying, ay, had! h 


Tell ſhortly, and ye's get nae harm frae me 


L 6 } 
And in his fury, and with reeling een, 
The ane he wanted thinks that ſhe had been, 
Th? unchancy coat. that boonmoſt on her lay, 
Made him believe, that it was really fac, 
Get up, wild murd'rer dog ! he ſays, till 1 
A port mak thro' your breaſt for life to fly ! 


O ſpare ! O ſpare ! ſays'Bydby, had your hand, 


I'm but a woman, and can hardly ſtand. 


Son. by her vioce he kend that ſhe ſpak true, 
And fays, Riſe, fear not, Pm not ſeeking you. 


But ſaw ye, tell me, ſaw ye in this glen 
Skulking by ony bield, twa wretched men? 
My ſakeleſs brither they hae ta'en and lain, 

For naething, but for ſeeking o' his ain, 


Nor mair te putten till, whate'er ye be. 


"Yes. yes, twa men 1 ſaw ayont yon brae, 


She tre ubling ſaid, I wiſs them muckie wae : 


Sad was the'chaſe that they hae geen to me, 


My heart's near out of hool, by getting free; 
Twa mile frae this, I left them on a knͥoo]¹ 
And far beneath it lies a dreary ho, . 
Thro' whilk [ ran, till Pa near at my laſt. 
Gueed be your ſpeed, and do wie be their caſt. 
With furious hafte he ſoon ſlcipt o'er the hight, 


She never jeed, till he was out o' ſight. 


Fat chance he furder had, the cad na tell, 


But was right fain, that ſhe wan aff nerſell. 
Whan the a mile or twa had fatther gane, 


She's unco eery to be fac her lane, 
Ay mair and mair ſhe frae the hills hads do 


- Wiſkag that ſhe might hit upon ſome town; 
But ihe's as weak as very water grown, 


And tarrows at thebrowſt that the bad brown ets £4 
WT « 1 5 = 1 
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And halins wiſſes ſhe had never ſeen 

The bonny lad the lov'd, atween the eyn 

For now ail hopes of ſeeing him are fled, 

And ſhe with ſeckiag him is almolt dea l. 
And will and willſom was ſhe, aud her breaſt 
With wae was bowden, and juit-like to birſt. 
Nae ſuſt'nauce got, that of meal's corn grew, 
But only at the aud hill- berries gaew,: 

But frae that food nae pith came ui} her banes, 
And ſhe was fu“ and hungry biith at ancs, 
Now the began to think within herſell, 

Upon a tale the heard a wierd- wife tell, 

That thro? the country telling forcunes yeed, 
And at babees and placks came woad*rous ſpeed ; . 
Whaa ſhe her loof had looked back and fore, 
And drawn her finger langlias ilka ſcore, 
Up ia her face looks the auld bag forfairn, 

And ſays, Ye will hard · fortun'd be, my bara: 
Frae fouks a field ward, nae fcae fouk at hame, 
Will come the antercaſt ye'Il hae io blame; 
Gin ye be wile, beware of unco mea, 

I dread for them ye'll aces be bare the- ben; 
Sae come ye ſpeed, or mils ye of your mark, 
Ae thiag Um lare, ye'll hae right dowie wark. 
Then Bydoy ſays, Had I but been ſae wiſe, 
As have laid up auld minny's gueed advice, 
Frae this mithap I might have kept me free; 
But wha can frae what's laid afore them flee ? 


Tavs making at her main, and lewdring on, - 
Thro' 1cruvs and craigs, witty mony a heavy groan x 
Wich bleeding legs, and fair maſſacterd ſhoon, 
With Lindy's coat aye feltring her aboha 
Tull on a high brae head the lands at Laſt, 
That down to a how burnie pathlins pat. 
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Clear was the burny, and the buſſes green, 
But rough and ſteep the brae that lay between: 
Her burning drowth inelin'd her to be there, 
But want of maughts and diſtance eek'd her care. 
Naw by this time the evening's falliog dawn, 
_ Hill-heads were red, and hows were eery grown, 
Vet with what pith ſhe had, ſhe taks the gate, 
And wan the burn, but its now growing late, 
Tune birds about were making merry cheer, | 
She thinks their muſic ſang, Ve're welcome here. 
With the cauld ſtream ſhe quench'd her lowan drouth, 
Syne of the Etoagh- berries ate a fouth ; 
That black and ripe upon the bufles grew, 
And were new water'd with the evening dew. 
Then fat ſhe down aneth a birken ſhade, . 
That ſpread aboon her, and hang o'er her head, 
Cowthy and warm, and gowany the green, 
Had it, inſtead of night, the day time been. 
But grim and gouſty, and pit-mark with fright, 
All things appear'd upon the dead of night. 
For fear ſhe cow'r'd like maukin in the ſeat,” , 
And duot far dunt, her heart began to beat. 

Amid this horror, ſleep began to ſteal, 
And for a wee her flightring breaſt to heal, 


As ſhe hauf · ſleeping, aud hauf-waking lay, 
An unco din ſhe hears of fouk and play. 
The ſough they made gar'd her lift up her eyn, 
And O the gathr ing that was on the green! 
Of linile faukies, clad in green and blue, 
Kaneefer and trigger never tred the dew ; 

In mony a reel they ſcamper'd here and there, 
Whiles on the yerd, and whiles up in the air, 
The pipers play'd like ony touting horn. "if 
Sic fight ſhe never ſaw ſince ſhe way bonn. 


19 
As ſhe's behading all this mirthful glee, 
Or &er ſhe wiſt they're dancing in the tree 
Aboon her head, as nimble as the bees, 
That ſwarm in ſearch of honey round the trees. 
Fear's like to fell her, reed that they ſud fa, 
And ſmore her dead, afore ſhe wan awa? 
Syne in a clap, as thick's the morty fin, | 
They hamphis'd her with unco fike and din. 
Some cry'd, Tak ye the head, Iſe tak a foot, 
Weell lear her upon this tree-head to fit, : 
And ſpy about her. Others {aid, Out fy, 
Let be, ſne'Il keep the King of Elfin's ky. 
Another faid, O pin ſhe had but milk, 
Then ſad ſhe gae frac head to foot in filk; 
With caſtings rare and a gueed nourice-fee, 
To nurſe the King of Elfin's heir Fizzee. 
Syne ere ſhe wiſt, like houſe aboon her head, 
Great candles burning, and braw tables ſpread : 
Braw diſhes reeking, and juſt at her hand, 
Trig green coats fairing, a? upon conmand, 
To cut they fa', and ſhe among the leave, 
The ſignt was bonny, and her mou” did crave. 
_ The mair ſhe ate, the mair her hanger grew, 


Eat what ſhe like, and ſhe coud neer be fu? $a 


The knible Elves about her ate ding dang, 


a 


5yne to the play they up, and danc'd and fang: 


Driok ia braw cups was cad about gilore, 
Some fell aſleep, and loud began to ſnore. 
Syne in-a clap, the Fairies a? fat down, 

And tell to crack about the table round. 


Ane at another fſpeer'd. Fat tricks played ye, "= 


When io a riddie ye laid o'er the ſea ? / 
Quoth it, I ſteal'd the King of Sweden's knife, 
Jutt at his dinner, fitting by his wife, 

Wban frae bis hand he newlins laid it down; 


* 
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He blam'd the ſteward, ſaid he had been the lown. 
The ſakeleſs man deny'd, ſyne yeed to look, 
And liftivg of the table-claith the nook, - | 

I pac*t,a tit, and tumbl'd o'er the bree, 

Tam got the wyte, and I pae the tehee; 

T think I rever. faw a better ſport, .. 

But Cool felld Tam, for ſadly he paid has.” | 
But quoth another, I play'd a better prank, 

J gard a witch fa' headlins in a ſtank. 
As ſhe was riding on a windle ſtrae, _ _ © 
The carling gloff'd, and ery'd out will. awae. 
Another ſaid, I couped Mungo's ale, 

Clean heels o'er head, fan it was ripe and ſtale, 
Juſt whan the tapſter the fiſt charin drew; 

Then bad her lick the pail, and aff I flew. 

lad ye but ſeen how blate the laſſie looked, 
Whan ſhe was blam'd, how ſhe the drink ,miſcooked. 
Says a gnib elf, As an auld: carle was fitting 
Among bis bags, and Jocſing ilka kaining, 

Jo air his rouſty coin, I loot a claught, _ 

And tcek a hundred dollars at a fraught. 
When with the ſight the carle had pleas'd mak 
Then he began che glarcing heap to tell. 

As ſoon's be mifs'd it, he 1ampaged red wood, 

And lap and danc'd, and was in unco mood 3 

Ran out and in, and up and deu; at laſt 

His reeling een upon a raip he caſt; _ 

Knit till a bavk, that bad hung up a cow 2 

He taks the bin, aad there hings he 1 trow. 


As ſhe's be hading ilka thing that paſt. 
With a loud crack the bouſe fell down at laſt ; 
The reemiſh: put a knell unto her. heart, 

And frae her dream ſhe waken'd, wi' a flart : 


She thought ſhe cou'd not *{cape of being word, 1 7 
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Ard at the fancy loudly ery'd and roar'd. 
dyne frae the tree ſhe lifted up her bead, 
And fand for a? the din ſhe was na dead; 
But fitting body-like, as the fat down, 
But ory alteration, on the greund, 


Tus fky's now caſten, asd wi' thrapples clear 
The birds about were making. merry cheer ; 
And row the ſun to the hill- heads gan ſpeal, 
Spreading on trees and plants a growthy heal ; 
Poor Bydby's wond'ring at ilk? thing ſhe ſaw, 
But wi? a hungry cut-pock for it a“; 

And fairly'd now, gin it a dream had been, 
She thought ſhe ſaw ſae vively with her een; 
And frae the ill o't ſain'd her o'er and o'er, 
And round about with mazerment *gan glowr. 
Syne o'er ber thrawart luck began to mourn, 
And with deep fighs ſhe looked down the burn. 
Then taks the road, weak as a windle-ſtrae, 
hat with the wind e're wagged on a brae: 
For very want her legs began to plait, 
As down the bonny burn ſhe held the gate. 
Sweet were the notes that ſwell'd along the grove, 
Where bids amid the ſhade declared their love, 
And might have ſawn content in ony breaſt, 
With grief like hers that hadna been oppreſt, 
But naething coud her ſoupit ſpirits cheer, 
As larg's the gat nae trial of her dear, 
However, on ſhe gaes, as ſhe was bown, 
And mony times to reſt her limbs lay down; 
Nae ſuſtnance gat the all the live lang day, 
Save now and then a berry in the way. | 
But this gueed hap throughout the day ſhe had, 
She met with naething to mak her efraid, 
At laſt and lang, as TI to fa, | 
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Near to ſome dwelling ſhe began to draw / 


That was a? burrach'd round. about with trees, A 
 *Tweeſh which the reek.frze high lamb heads ſhe ſees I 

That pate ſhe halds, and as ſhe weer inby, V 

She does a laſs among the trees eſ . 

To her ſhe hies, and hailſt her with a jouk, 

The laſs-paid; hame her compliment, and buick + T 

Heigh hey ! ſhe ſays. as ſoon as ſhe came near I 

There's been a langſome day to me. my dear. C 

Faint, faist, alas with faut and miſter gane, B 

And in a peril juſt to die my-Jane.', _- 4 


War's me, the other ſays, that's dowie fate, 
»Tſall nae be lang ere ye ſome ſuſtnance get; 
Sit ſtill and reſt you here aneth this tre, F 
And in a clap. Iſe back with ſomething be. 

Ard wha was this, think ye, {ae kindly ſpakes 
But Neryp taking at her evening walk, 

Among the trees, and making heavy main, 
Thinking ſhe ne'er wad Lindy fee again. 
*F was here ſbe ſtay'd, and here ſhe was ta'en in, 
And beiter guided, than with all her kin. 
Ard as ſhe promis'd, back ſhe came in haſte, 
And ye me y wow?'t, her pouches were not waſte; 
Sae cuts of fleſh, and lumps of bread and cheeſe, 
To Bydby on the point of ſtarving geess - 
Wha with good will pang'd up her hungry maw, 
Syne frae a ſtrype drank up what ſhe could draw; 
Then to her Noty ſays, What's been your fate, 
That ye are fallen in fic a ſtaggering ſtate? 
What means that coat ye carry on your back ? 

It cudna miſs to be your heavy wrack. , 
Ye maun, I ween, unto the kairds belang, 
Seeking perhaps to do ſomebody wrang. 

And meet your crew upon the dead of night, 
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And brak ſome honſe, or gee the fouk A fright. 


I was o'er buſy geeing you relief, 
Whan maybe ye are bur at beſt a thief, 


HeGn, hey, quo Bydby, this is unco hard, 
That whan fouk travel, they are ca'd a kaird 3 
I watna, laſs, gin ye wad tak it well, 

Gin fouk with you in fic a ſhape wad deal; 
But fouk that travel mony a bob maun bide, 
And ſae with me it happens at this tide. 


Foxc1ve me, laſs, ſays Nory, it may be, 
That { am wrang, but fouk to gueſs are free. 
But what's the matter, gin ye like to tell, 
That ye are wandering * alane yourſefl? 


SYyNs that ye ſpeer, Iſe lat you ſhortly ken. 
Tm ſceking fer twa unthankfu' men; bf 
Forgive me, gia T wrang them. What? hae they 
Says Nory, frae yourſell ta“ en ought away, 
That ye ſae weary after them purſue? 

Seeking amends, they may do hurt to you, 
Nae fear of that, quo (he, gin we were met, 
But I fooa right of all my wrangs wad get. 
To ſeek them, quo ſhe, ken ye whare to gang, 
Orto what country thir twa mea be lang ? 
Well ken 1 that, 270 Bydby, I can tell, 
That they do baith in Flaviana dwell, 
In Flaviana ! quo ſhe, dwell ye there? 
That of their dwelling ye're ſo very clait ? 
That do 1 not, nor ken I where it lies, © 
Bydby to her, with a ſad tigh, replies, 
Had I done that, I might be there ere now, 
Pye peat mair time nor wad hae gane't, I trow, 
Ken ye their names, in _ ye gat the place ? 
2 . 
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Well that, ſhe ſays, I ken them, name and face. T 
J ken them ſae; that I could hae nae doubt, © 1 
Out of a thouſand men to wale them out. N 
How did they ca' them then ? ſays Nory, I B 
Might may be help you to find out the way. I 
Colin and Lindy, Bydby ſays, they're cad, * 91 


T be ane an elderin man, the nieſt a lad, | A 
A bonny lad, as &er my een did ſee, C 
And dear he is and fall be unto me. g v4 
His yellow hair dowa o'er his ſhoulders hang, 7 F 
Like tap of lint, as bonny and as lang, M 


Says Nory, Laſs, your errand is na ſma', 
It ſeems that lad has ſtown your beart awa', 
And ye are following on, wi? what's ahind, 
And your miſtake too late may ablins find, 
Lads aftentimes poor laſhes like to cheat, 

And whan they follow, aft they tyne the heat; 
SGi ye tak my advice, ye've gane enough. * 

I thiok nae ſae, ſhe ſays, and hallins leugh, 

Says Nory, gin ye lippen till him ſae, 

How thro' your fingers hae yet latten him gae ? 

That is the queſtion, bonoy laſs, indeed, 

Ye now have hit the nail upon the head. 

1 better with leſs travel might have done, 

Had I been tenty, as 1 ſud have been; 

But fouks, they ſay. are wiſe ahind the hand, 

Whilk to be true unto my colt I fand; | 
But had the caſe been yours, as it was mine, 

Ye might ha trow'd the raip wad keep the twine. 

But, maks-na-matter, gin 1 had my men, *1 

I hae no fear to gar it knit againg 

Tis nae a' in hand that helps, and it may be 

Tnat this may be the very caſe wi me. 


— 


What was the caſe, my lals, gia I might ſpeer 4 
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Ho a' the matter ſtood, ſhalb-vively ſee ; 
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That, quo the other, ye right * ſhall hear 1 


Tis true the tale is no ſo very arts 

* — b 3 7 s 
Nor yet myſell in fic condition for't. 

Bat gin ye like to ware the time, then ye 


Twill maybe ke-p us 24th frae thiakiag lang, 
And Iſe let you conſt ler of the wranw. 

Content am l, the lays, with a' my heart, 

* Cwili ablins lear me how to play my part. 

For waat's your hotle this day, may come to be 
My mare the morn; oolige me, and berfree. 


Tus Bydby ſays, Short ſyne uato our glen, 
Seeking a herihip, came yon unco men. 
And our ain lads, although L ſay't myſell, 
But guided them right cankerdly aad faell ; 
Gar'd them work hard, and little luitaance gae, 
That I was even at thzir guideihip vae. 
And ye maun ken, that ukaday at noon, 
I was ſent to tnem with their ſmall digjune g 
And whaa I ſaw their piece was but a gaap, 
Thought with myfell of meadiag their misnap. 
Sae iika day 1 ſteal'd to them an eek, 6 
And row'd it up into my Sanday's Keek. 
I bad na aft upon this errand ganae, La 
Till, 1 am with the loye of Lindy ta'en ; | 
Whac needs ne heal't? na, na, it wiaaa dee, Ying i | 
Anad gin 1 ſud, I Wadaa now be fre. | 1 
I heia it in, as lang as well 1 cou'd, 
And there's nas hep, but I maun lat it out; 
dae *oman, for to mak a lang tale ſhort, 
He grants to tak me, gia 1 wad work for't; 
And fat was that thiuk ye, but lat them gae, 
Upon the dead of aighty their bondage frae ? 
Gin lac 1 did, that L lad gang alang, 
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And ſyne be marry'd with him in a bang. 


Then Nory ſays, how comes it, oman, then, 
Ye call fic comby fouk unthankfu?* men? 


Bur byde ye yet, ſays Bydby, ye fall hear, 
And ſae ye'll ſee nae room fic things 10 ſpeer. 
I plays my part, and lats them win awa', 

I mounts, and with them aff what we could ca?, 
Twa miles, ere we drew bridle, on we paſt, 
Syne Lindy looks ahind him all agaſt. 

And ſays, O Bydby, ?oman, I've forgot, 

Into yon dreary hole, my Sunday's coat. 
Now win my benniſon, and rin again, 

We'll byde you here beſide this meikle ſtane. 
For Lindy ſure I wad mak ony ſtuft, 

And back again I cours, what legs cou'd lift; 
Die | came back, and well 1 wat ſhort while 
Was | a coming, | gets the beguile. 

Nae thing | finds, ſeek for them what I lift, 
But a toom hale, and ſae my mark I miſt. 
1 thanna tell you, nor can 1 do'yet, . 


How fad the ſet was, that my heart did get. 
Now | might gang as ſoon, and drowo myſell, 
As offer hame with, after what befel : , 
Sae on | gaes and thinks, and thinks it yet, 
"They'd travelt'd aff, leſt they a chaſe ſad get. 
Rather than leave poor me io pine with care, 
That hae {ic treatment at their hand did fair, 


Now by this time, the tears came rapping down, 


Upon her milk white brealt aneth her gowa, 

And Nory's hegit was at the tale right fair, 

But her miſeaſe came frae another care; 

Her heart for Liudy now began to beal, 

And ſhe's in ſwidder great to think him leal :; 
But in her brealt ſhe {mor*d'the dowie care, 
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Nor with the other did her ſorrow ſhare. 

But fays, ye better for him ſpeak, I fear, 

Than what the cauſe, if ſifted right. will beat. 
Well it may be, but I'll hope in che belt, 

And fall be at my wits end or I reſt. 

But O kin! lafs, gin ye hae ony gueſs, 

How I ſud had, whan I gae out of this; 

I'll be oblig'd to ye, mair nor I can ſay, 

Nor wad forget it to my dying day. 

Quo' Helenore, the gate I dinna ken, 

But yet io help you would be unco fain, 

And gin ye'd gee that bonny keek to me, 

I'd gang a day with you, and maybe three. 

Well mat ye be, ſhe ſays, the keek ye's hae, | 
Gin ye wad gang with me, but ae bare day; 
And gin we reach na our tryſts end ere night, 
Or be na of that country in the fight; 

Gin ye. gae farrer, 1 fall gee to you, 

This brand-new pouch, of ſattiu double blue. 


Tux Nory ſays, Content ; but hear me this, 
Ae moment's time we hae na need to miſs ; - 
Though ye be tir'd, ye'll need. to riſe and gang 
In this ſhort night the ſky will caſt ere lang; 
Gin I be malt, as dcubtleſs. but I will,,', . 
Ere we ſet aff, it a' the ſport wad ſpill. 

But I maun ſee what purchaſe 1 can make 
Of cheeſe and bread, atore the road we take, 
For to your cot, | fear, by now ye ken, 
What 'ti: to tak the hill ſae bare the -ben ; 
Sae ſit ye ſtill a wee, and 1 fall be 

Back in the very twinkling of an-ce- 


Now Nory had twa irons in the D 
And had to ſtrike them bauch a keen deſire 3/ ; 
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Firſt to win hamie, by favour ofthis ats, 

As teing fly*d her lane apain to paſs. | 

T he neiſt, to try pin Fecan news were true, 

As ſhe bad heard. frae Bydby, but right now. 

Her word ſhe keeps: and back with ſpeed ſhe'flees, 
With baith ber pouches pang'd with'bread and cheeſe, 
Now, laſs, ſhe fays, we juſt waun tak the gate, | 
Ard try the hills, tho? it be dark and late: | 
The? it be ſae, ir better is for me, 

W ha' pate we hadd the leſs our fouks vn. ſee 
For they row triſt I to my bed am gane, 

And pin they wiſs we, they?l] ger up Cane. 


.  WeLt matye be, an lat you never tes; - 

To ycur experier ce, what I dree for men; 

But gin your ſtrait to me ſud &er be kend, 

Ye may be ſure to count upon a friend; 

For fouk'il ſay they ken ra what they'll reed, 
And ye the wil-ravn row tek for the deed, 
Ink na doubt, ſays Nory, but we ma un 

Mak cf our jourrey new the'belt we can. 
With lighiſcme Fearts dow bp the burn they hey, 
And were * Ay. the er by break of dn. 


Now by this time, poor or Nory s miſt at ha ine 
And for her abſence ilk ane Coes ither blame. 
The aunt frae Beſs is like to pu' the heart, 

Be cavſe ſhe did ra better play ber part; 

And Beſſy's heart is even like to brak, 

And for her does great dool and ſorrow mak, 

They uiſtna fum to ſend upon the chaſe, 
Or how 10 leck the ſquire into the face, 

That wadna be, they kent, to hadd nor bind 
W ban be came back, and her awa' ſad bnd. 
| Ard as ſcon as the day was up and elear, 
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Baith aunt and dother ſought her far and: near; 
But a' was waſhing of the black · a · more, 
1 hey boot turn hame, and even gee it o er. 


Tus laſſes'now are linking what they dow, 
And faiked never a foot for height nor how. 
Whan day was up, and bounds ſeen round about, 
Nory begins to ken her former rout, 

But loot va on but farrly?d full as falt 

As Bvdby cbuld, at a? thing as they paſt 3 
Scream'd at ilkꝰ c ugh. and ſkreech'd at ilka how, 
As loud as ſhe had ſeen the wirriè cow. 
But Lindy's ſtory held her heart a- ſteer, 

And aye at ilka ſae lang, ſhe wad ſpeer, 

Ard ſay you, had your wooer yellow hair ? 

Was he well legged, cherry cheek'd and fair? 
To Flaviana did the lad belang, | 
That ye alledge has wrought you a“ the wrang ? 
Was he in earneſt, think ye, whan he ſpak ? 

And ſor that weary coat bade you gae back? 
Was Colin, ſay you. the auld ſhepherd's name ? 
Had be of what's befallen you ony blame? 
Heard ye nae word, gia he had chiel or chare ? 
Or he a jo that had the yellow hait ? 

To & fic queſtions Bydby made a ſhift 

To anſwer, never dreaming Noty's drift. 

Tis now about th? eleventh hour of the day. 

And they ate poſting on what e*er they may 
Baith het and meeth, till they are haling down, 
The ſun he dips, and clouds grow thick around ; 
All in a clap, the fire-flaught blinds their een, 
'The thunder rautes at an unko teen, 33 
Hurl upon hurl, and juſt aboon their head, 
They on their faces fell as they were dead, 

And juſt with this the * clouds they brak, 
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No they conclnge, that here their.turf mayn be 
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And pour as: out of buckets on their back. 


And lay ſtane till, not moving ee nor bree: 
And ſor miſluck, they juſt were on the height, 


Ay thirking whan the bowt on them wad light. 
For twa lang hours in this fad plight they lay, 


At laſt the fan ſhoots. out a couthy enn 

Dae piece and piece they, peep up, as they dow. 
Ind ſee main ocean down into the how, 

Fan up they flood, nothing but bur p Hs 4% 
Tumbling and roaring down on ika ſide; 

Wi fic a fearſome hurl; and tee fu tair, | 

The neiſt thing to the thunder in the air. 3 
What can they do? dounwith they dareoa budge, 
Their ſafeſt courſe ſeems in the height to lodge Ih. 
Ar laſt and'lang the burns began to fa : 3 
And down the hill they ſcour, what they could ca? a 
Sometimes they wade, ſometimes the burns they lap, 
Ard ſometimes through on feet and hands they crap: 
And by this time they reach'd anither height, 
The ſun falls.down, and now tis hard on night, 
And naething yet but hills and moors in view, 
Nor mark nor meith that ever Nory knew. 

And by this time poor Bydby wearies fair, 

And her ain hands begins to wring for care. 

But Nory keeps up better heart, and ſays, 

Ve manna weary at thir rupged braes ; 

Tyne heart, tyne a', we'll even tak fic beeld, 


Fo 
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As thir uncouthy beaher-hills can yield; 


The rigbt looks well, the ſky well {ett and clear, 
Neiſt day ee night ſome country may appear. 
We'll ripe the bouch, an ſee what ſcaff is Fes | 
J wat, whan I eame vur, it walga bare. 5, 
Sae dowa they ſat by favour of a (lane,  _ 

1 hat o er cheir heads «right couthily did lean. _ 
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Unto their ſupper now they yaply fa, | 

But Bydby's dridder waſna quite awe#? 2 © * 

Within her lugs the tnundesr?s roar yet knells, | 
As well's the burns that ramdled wi' ſic yells. © 1 
She ſays to Nory, O voa dreadfu' crack, © © 


I hailumlie thought wad ha been our wrack 4 5 
Fiy'd at my heart; ſays ſhe, am [, leaſt we. ve 
Sud the neiſt day in lic fad pickle be. FEE 


Sars Nory, Na,.yoo-ſummer fob is out, 
This night bodes well, fpy oman round about, 
Tae morn will better prove, 1 hope, and we 
Ere night may chance ſome inwith place to fee. 
And yet her wague was fault'ring whan - ſhe ſpax , 
And with plain fear her breaſt was like to bra. 
But (till and on, the wal ha forward been, © 
10 ken the yerity, ſhe was ſae keen. i N 
Syae piece and piece together down they creep, 
1nd crack till haith dew'd e'er at laſt aſleep. © 
Tneit qay-time toil had wrought them fic a wrack 
That ere they jze*d the ſun beat on their back. © OO 
Fain were they baich of the ſweet light of day, - 
And that the night had ſteal'd ſo ſaft away: 
They rub their cen, and ſpy them round about, 
Thinking what gate the day to hadd their rout; 
Nae meuhs they, had, but norlins ſtill to ga, 
Kenning that gate that Flaviana lag.. * 2 


— 


9 


Now frae the height, where they bad taen their beeld, 
Far in a how. they ſpy a little Meald; 1a 207 257 
dome Pep of reek out at the naip appears: | ev 
What's y0n ? at Nory Bydby ſaaply ſpeeis. 
Tuen Nory lays, 1 fee @ houle it lane, 614078. 
But tar nor near of houſe mair ſpy I gane. 
What cag'they be, —_ dy themlell, © F 
> 4 2 1 
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— this wide wilderneſs, I canna tell. | 
e what they like, | think we'll gang and ſpeet, 
Says Bydby, gin we our tryſt's end be near, 

I vatna, Nory ſays, they're maybe men; 
Nae woman ive can win ia fic a glen; 
And maybe Kettrin. I hae heard fouk ſay, 
That they aft wake all night, and ſleep all day: 
Tak in fouks nout and ſheep, and eat them there: 
That they be ſuch, is born upon me fair. 
Na, Bvdby ſays, I dinna think it ſae, 
I ſee a bught beyond it on a brag _ 
Somebody here is ſhealing with their ſtore, 
In ſummer time, I've beard the like aſore. 
We'll caſt about, and come upon the bughht. 
Content, ſays Nory, it is nae ill thought; 
I think I ſee't my fell, well wear in by, 
"40 we'll win there, its time to milk the ky ; 

Sae down they, fare, and rough, rough, was the brace, 
With craigs and ſcrabs all ſcatter'd in the way. 
As they drew near. they heard an elderin dey, 
Singing full ſweet at milking of her ky: 
In by they come, and hailſt her couthily, 
The wife looks up a liitle in ſurpriſe, 
And leasing o'er the bught the maidens ſpies; 
And taks her ſell, and ſays, Ye're welcome here, 
Tais day ye ſeem to be right ſoon aſteer, 
Quo! they, we hae gane will, been out all night, 
And ſpy'd this ſheal, and came to be ſet right; 
Be but ſo kind as tell us where we be, 
Ye's hae our thanks, its all that we can gee, 
. Quo! ſhe, unto the ſheal ſtep ye ofer by, 
And warm yourſell, till LI mick out my ky ; - 
This morning raw, gin ye've all night been out, 
That ye wad thole a warm L makna doubt. | 
And lomething mair Iſe warrant ; ca* your wa, 
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The door's wide open, nae ſneck ye hae todraw, 125 
Put on a cow till M come o'er the gate, | 
And do the beſt ye can to had you het. 

The laſſes biddiag does, and o'er they gas, 

And of bleech'd birns pat on a canty blaze, 

Content were they, at fic a lucky kile, : 

And thought they hadna gotten a beguiſe. 

(a ſſcelfs around the ſheal the cogs were let. 

Ready to ream, and for the cheeſe be het. 

A hake was frae the rigging hanging fu“ 

Of quarter kebbocks, tightly made and new 

B-tind the door a calour heather bed, | 

Fiat on the floor with ſtanes and feal was made. 
And Lucky: ſhortly follow'd o'er the gate, 

With twa milk buckets frothing o'er, and bet; 
Syne ream'd: her milk, and ſet it on the fire, 

Aad bade them eck the blaze and nae to tire; 

That crouds their weamfu' they ſud get in | haſte, ' 

As good and freſh as ony needs to taſte. 

Sair looked ſhe on Nory? s bonny face, 

Aad ſays, Young laſs, 1 wiſs you mickle grace; 
Sweet are your looks, and of good nature ty? äL„!; 
He'll get oae blind, that chances to get you. 
Well look ye baith, 1 did na mean to lack 
The ane, whan I but of the other ſpaks | 

Nae of the warlt ye lock as ye were come, 
But of the beſt of country fouky ant ſome, 

Ye baith for me may ae man's bairus he, 

And maybe no, it maks naethiag to me. 
What cait has faſhen you {az far fraz to w- us? 

I'm ture to you thir canada be ken'd bounds ; 
Ten mules frae ony town'this'ſhealing lies, | 4 
And to lee here ſic twa is 1 
And {till the mair᷑ at fic a time of day: 3 3 | 
I'would ſeem ind ware i a yur aye FE 


F 


Says Nory till her, Is the fairly great, 
Here, and ſae early too, fic twa to get? 

As great's our fairly to ſee you dwell here, 
Sae far frae towns, nor any neiper near z 

1 wonder juſt ye diana die for tear. 

But are the cows your ain, gin I may ſpeer 
O never ane cf them belangs to me, 

They are the laird's, well may his honour be; 


My ain gueed chield, that ſucked me full ſweet, 
And's ay kind to me, whan we chance to meet. 


Theſe twenty fimmers now I hae been here, 
And he ay came to ſee me ilka year, 
Save this alane. but well 1 ken the cauſe, - 
The faut's nae his, but his heart · bound papa's. 
But thanks to praiſe, I hear the carle's dead, 
My bairn will now get leave to lift his head; 

| Aud of a warldly bulgy back Zet free, 
That dad deſign'd. his wedded wife 40 be. 


Now he will get his choice n he likes belt, | 


Since the auld churle has ta en him till a reſt, 
Afore lang days, 1 hope to ſec him here, 
About his mulkneſs and his cows to o ſpeer. 


Now Nory hearing this, began to gueſs, 


This was the {quire that took her frac diltreſs, 


And at her ſpcers, how they his ſtile did ca, 
The wife replies, His flile is Bonnyhba?; 
Ayd bonny is't, and wealthy, wealthy he, 
Well will the fa“ that wins his wife to be. 
Now Nory kens ſhe in ber gueſs was right, - 
But lootna wi't, that the had ſeen the knight; 
But at her ſpeers, How far frae this away, 
She thought the braes of Flaviana lay? 


Nae near, my cheel, ſhe lays, but ye are wrangs | 


ö To wann IN 
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O'er high by far yeꝰ ve ta'en up / throꝰ the glen,. 
Of miles frae it ye are na down of ten 
Gang eaſt, but ay ſome northward bad pour cal, 0 
Till ye a deny water ſee at laſt, 


| 
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Wirth thir ;0 10a Gjons they, their 8 — "BY 
And gee auld lucky thanks, as was her due; 6 
Right chee : fully they did the road take in, 
And thouaht that night to their tryit's end to win. 
And would ha don't, but Nory, wha had aye 
A mind the truth of Bydby's tale to try, 
Made ſhift by bout gates to put aff the day, 

Till night ſud fa”, and then be forc'd to ſtay. 

Meaning neiſt day to ſend the laſs before, 

When they ſud be in ſight of Landy's door. 

Svne follow faſt bertel and juſt flip in 

Upon them, ere they wilt, but ony dig. 

Accordingly, ere they the water wan, 

That the auld dey tauld near the comin ran, 

Night falls, and they maun tak the chance of bell. 

Anes mair, that glens, and hills, and heather yield. - 

Their forward minds that night took little ſleep,  - 

Again they turſt as ſoon's the day did peeps. 

In a ſhore ſpace they ſoon the water ſand. 

Says Bydby, Flaviana's now at haad. 

Well fell me now, my lad I'll ſhortly: ſee, 
And at the fight N at the heart Vu be. 


As they the water paſt, and. up the bene, 
Where Nory mony a time had wont to play, 
Her heart with neatty grief began to riſe, 
Whan ſhe ſo greatly alter'd ſaw the guiſe. _,.  , 
No herds nor gueeds were now to be ſeen there, 
But all was toom, all heartleſs · like, and bare. 7 
Her dowie pain ſhe could no more conceal : 4's 49] 
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The heart, ey fay, will never Ve that's Neal. 
For whan they wan the height, and in the how; 
Spy'd cut the bigging th a torny know; | 

She ſays, My heart is like to gang awa', 

And I maun eben fit down, or elſe 11] fy 3 

But yoneer *oman, houſes, gadg and ſpeer, | 
Gin we be unto Flaviana near. ng 
Gin we be right, PII ken, as ye bide in; 

| Gin we be'wrang, yell ceme vpato and tell; 
And PI! reſt here, till I come to myſell. | 
Then Bydby frankly taks the pate before, 
Ard waſna lang ere ſhe reached Lindy's door, 
That ty the cut of ground the neareſt hy © 
' Joſt at the bottom cf a fanny brace, 

My laſs flips mn; fays calmly, (Peace be here - 
Ts this, or is't 10 Flzviana bear? 

Lindy was ſitting in the houſe him lane, 
With heart for Nory heavy like a ſtane; 
Lifts vp his head, and looking to the door; | 
Sees Bydby Nanding juſt upon the floor. 
Ib' unwelcome fight pat to his heart a knelt, 
That be was hardly maſter of hin fell; 

Yet ſays, Come ben, ah Eydby, is that ye? 2 
Foul ia* that coat, that you fic cark did gee, 
Je might ha flung't awe? and turn d again, 
Of baff your travel it's rae worth the ain; 


But, wakſna, fihce yeſre come, y eſs be well 04 Lal 


Sit donn ard neſt you, and right now-yele hae'ty. 
The worth ot twice in cath or Wah ye's get, 

1 canna ſay but I am in * debt. | 
Ah, Lindy, is this ye ? well fell thy fell; 

But waes me, that ye ſud fic ridings tell; 

Your claich and weich will-never tell with me, 


Ibo Je a thouſand laics therecf coud gee; 


I'm o'er_welMair'd of claith, ſince I 1cok Ba, 
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That coat of yours has geea me fic a ſett. 
But out of jeſtz for claith I came na here, 
But for the thing that was by far mair dear ; 
'T was for yourſell, man, that I dreed this pain, 
Sae ony ither proffers are bat vain ; 
Wad I, think ye, for lefs hae follow'd you; 
Or can I think that leſs can be my due? 
Was'tna your paction, ere I loot you gae, 


— 


That juſt yourſell I for my hire ſud hae? 
Alas! alas! o'er late it ſeems I find, 
I firſt was left, and now I'm come behind. 
But thinkna, man, that Ill be ſet aT ae, 
For I'll hae ſatis faction ere | gae, *© 
Iſe get a hire ! a bonny tale indeed! 
Ye ſpakna that gate in vour time of need. 
Whare's Colin ? Iſe refer my part to him, 3 
And gin be ſays I'm wrang, Ue quit my claim: , 
He witneſs'd all that paſt, and ſhar'd himſell E 
Part of the gueed, and can the better tell 
Well, I'm content, ſays Lindy, gin he ſay't ; 
There's be nae mair about it, ye ſhall haet. 
This ſpak he, lippening Colin wad deny, 
And ſac between them ſcore poor Bydby by. 
As they are at this dibberderry thrangg FLY 
And Bydby ſtill complaicing of her wrang, { 
Jean wha had ſeen her coming o'er the moor, 9 

| Suppoſing *t Nory, flips in at the door. 

She never minds her, but tells on her tale, 

Right bauld and bardach, likely-like and hall. 
Jean was aftoniſh'd ſic a threap to lee, RE 
And wiſtoa fum to blame, or fum to fre. 
But thought indeed, gin ſicken things were true, 
That Nory bad right faſt ſlipt out of view. 


Now by tis rims poor Nory's mair vor fi, 21 01 


* 


: b 8 3 


| The troth of Bydby's nnco tale to ken. 
And juſt .at Liady's door came flipping in. 
When they are in the fixfax of their din. 
| a9 looks about her, and her Nory ſpies, 
adge ye, gin ſhe metna with a ſurpriſe | 
Out guſh'd her een, but word ſhe cudna ſay, 
Sae hamphis'd was ſhe at ween glee and wae. 
Her in her oxter hard and faſt ſhe grips, 
And preſs'd her ſpeechleſs mou? upon her lips. 
Lindy looks alſo butt, and Nory ſpies, 
And O my Nary, here's my Nory, cries, | 
Flaugbt- bred upon her, butt the houſe he ſprang, 
And frae her mither's oxter fiercelings wrang. 
And O my Nor y, O m Nory, cries, 
Sweet, ſweet indeed, to me is this larpriſe. . 
Kiſſes upon her he birſt on ane w, 
But ſhe was ſhy, and held her head aſkew > 
And cries, Lat be, ye kiſs but lucky faſt, 
Ve're o'er well us'd, 1 fear, ſince we met laſt, 
Looks at him with the baw-waw of her ee, 
As dram and dorty as young miſs wad be 
To country Jock, that needs wad hae a *. 
Nolens or wolens, frac the dainty miſs. 
T hir words awee did locken Lindy's fire, 
And put ſome let te his lae bauld defire, Ret vt 
| Blyth at the beart, was Bydby at the fight, 4 
And thought indeed that ſhe had fair'd him right, 
But thooght the ſheep ſhe'd geen the wolf to e 
Whan ſhe had choice ot ſic a neiper made: 9 2 
And turning till her, ſays, I find that now, 
I play'd wrang cards, whan I ſet out with yo 3 
I might ha kent, had I nor ſenſeleſs. been, vet 3:15 
| That ye for noth wad not be hagf fo keen. Load] 
But, makſaa, be the matter as it may, 


F To lap your ala 1 have enough io hy, 50% 
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Whatever "might atween you been before, 

I'm ſute that I was laſt into the ſcore. 

I have bis hand, and troth, and what needs mair? 
Croſs't gin he juſt where he's ſtanding there. 
»Tis nae fic thing, Lindy, or gin 1 

Some fic like words might happen then to ſay. 
They've been but ſaid to pleaſe a fool like you, 
Nae man of ten likes women them to woo z 

Fur our acquaintance was but lucky ſhort, 

For me or ony man to play fic ſport. 

Why did you ſae ? ſays Bydby, for ye had 

In your ain hand to hadd, baith heft and bl ide ; 
The? I did wiſs't indeed, and wils*tit fair, 
That ye were mine, ev'n ilka hilt and hair, 

I cudna force you to gee your conſent, 

But ſince ye gae't ye ſudna now repent. 

Nor need ye mak a feiat to teil me now, 

Ye never meant to ſtand by fic a vow z 

But only pleaſe a witieſs fool like me, 

But ſay, play bairns, your foel 1 winna be, 
Twas earneit wak, lad, that I did for you, 
And ye maun deal with me in carnelt now, 

I've plaid my part, 1 fear, and ſomething mair, 
Play you now yours, and be to me as fer. 

And 1 fall tell you ae thing; that's nae Twas 

Our lads and ye'll about it pluck a craw 3 

For torty groats I wadoa ſtand your itour, 

Gin they 1his gate but tak anither tour; 

And ſure am l, that it will not be lang, 

Till they be here complaining of their wrang, 


Trar Nory's come, the news is now ding dang. 
And all the neipers unto Lindy's thrang. 
Colin het father, who had outwith gane, 
nnn . in tum lane. 
2 
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As he came in, him glegly Bydby ſoy'd, 


And, Welcome Colin, mair nor welcome, ery'd ; 
Come ben nd red this thre ap, for ye can tell, 
The verity, cauſe ye was there 5outlell; 
Ken all that paſt, ear and eye witneſs was, 
Lo all that did *rweeſh me and Lindy paſs, 

Come Colin now and give me kyle about, 
I helped you, whan nane elſe wad 1 doubts 
Naethirg but juſtice I now crave of you, 
To tak me; tell, gin Lindy didna vow. 
Tho' I'm amang you caſt like a flang ſtane, 
1 was like ither fouk at hame ye ken; 
And gin ye had but plaid me-baflins fair, 
I neede*cina hae dread ſae meikle care. | 
But, makſaa now I'm here: ſae plainly tell, 
The naked truth afore the lad himſell. 


Sxx Colin ſays, J do indeed conſeſs, 
Ve lent's a liſt in our right great diſtreſe. 
For cauſe of which I own 1's gueed our part, YI 
With our beſt wits, that ever ye be fait'd : * 
And ye ſall find it ſae afore we part. 
And though 'tis true and true it is I grant, 
- To marry you that Lindy made a vaum ; 
* *Cauſe we were at @ pinch'to win awa': 

But to the head the nail ye maunna caC- | 
Jo ſay that ye was geck'd yele hae nae ned. 
We'il gee a hitch unto your toucher gueed. 
Well are ye worth it at our hands the day, 

4 And ye ſall get it witn you ere ye gae. 
Wil Na Colin, na, *tis well ye tell the truth, 
At lame of tccher guced I hae a fou; 
Twas not fer gear that I my touks forſock, 5745 
And tan che hazaid o their fair downelouke! 
Ma, by my troch u: Lindy's What I wau ß 
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By promiſe mine, as ye right now did grant. 
Speak nae mair of your hires, tis he alane, 
Sall be my hire, for other I' hae nane. 

Ah, but Colin ſays ye ſodna gird ſae fair, 
What winna fouk engage that's under care? 
With premunire hamper'd ag were we, 

Fouk wad ſay ony thing to ſet them free. 

Gin grite your ,premuaire was, ſh: faid, _ 
You ſud the better mind how ye was fieed. 
But words I wiana langer uſing be, 

Nor will fic aff- ſets do the turn with me 3 

For haleumly to take me he did bind, | 
And hae'm I will, there's nae a word ahin d. 
But Colin ſays, what if he dinna like you? 
Ye'd better want him than he ſud begeck you. 
'Tis all ane, ſays ſhey him | like fu? fair,” 
And that he wad like me, I hae no fear ; 
Had of the bargaia we made an outred, 
Weſe no be heard upon the midden head. 
That he's gueed natured ony ane may ſee, 
That's nae ſtane blind, or has but hauf an eye. 
Syne Colin ** but ye may be miſtean, 

The face has been a cheat to mony ane. 

Aft the ſtill ſow will eat up all the draff, - 
When canker'd looks prove not ſo ill by bauff 3 | 
Mony Il bite and ſup, with little din, 

That wadna gree a ſtiaik, at mooling in. 

Sae gin the face be what ye lippen nll, - 

Ye may hae little cauſe to roole. your kkil, 
Makina, quo ſhe, gia I my hazard tak, 
Small ſturt may other fouks about it mak. | 


-_ 


By now all een upon thin Soba d, 
And Lindy looked; blate and fair — 
The colly hangy raiſe to lick a height, 
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That maugte him things wadna now hald rights 
For Nory's heart began to cool full faſt, - 
| Whan ſhe fand things bad taken ſic a caſt, 
And ſae throw ither wtapl'd were, that ſhe 
Began to dread atweeſh them what might be. 
And even thought her "travel but ill wair'd, 
For her convoy, and but herſell ill fair'd ; 
And frae her heart ſhe wiſhr ſhe hadna been 
In coming aft with Bydby hauf 10 keen. 
For what ſhe fear'd, ſhe now in earneſt fand, 
About this threap, was cloſe come till her hand: 
And that tho* Lindy, maybe, might ly too, 
The laſs bad juſt as gueed a right as ſhe ; 
And that the bargin might hae little thrife 
Jo bring on tho? they ſud make a ſhift, 
But itil ber mind {he keeped to herſell, 
But O her heart fand mony a dreary koell ; 
But ſhe was ſure, whan Lundy? s een were ſet 
Les way to ber, to look che itner gate. 


No by this time the houſe is heels o'er hm 
For acthing tome, and ſome anither ſaid ; 
'T hat day nor door a body cudna hear, 

For every thing was put in fic a ſteer. 
And Colin. ms his wife were mair nor ſain, 

To crack with Nory, and her tory ken. 


And gae a nod to her to after gang, 
Upou the green they lean them down all three, 
1 And tears tor fainneis ran frac ilka ee, 

1 Lafhe, what was'r came cler ye, Colin ſays, 

| At lic a ume of nigh to tak the braes ? FER 
19 1 mair nor fairly, what cud be your halle, 2 
| Te cudca think to ſuccour man nor bealt; | 


With great bamſtram they e thro? the thrang, | 
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And dowy for your ſake my hap has beenz _._ - _» 


And dowy yet is like to be our day, | 
About this threap; yon cummer is na play. 1 


Tun Nory with her finger in her ee, 
With heart as great's a peat, begias to free 
Herſell to them the beſt way that ſhe mought, 
Saying, yon dreary news ſet me a-floaght ; 
And ere 1 took myſell, I had o%'ergans _ 
All meiths or marks afore within my ken ; 
As mark as pick night down upon me fell. 
What my condition was, I canna tell. 
My fae let never be ſae hard beſtead, 8 
Or forc'd to byde the bydings that I bad. 
Sic youts and yells, as wad ha thirled a ſtane, 
Was never heard, as I heard there my lane. 
Whan day came in, and welcome was the fight. _ 
After the eery, black and fearſome night ; 
Nae airths I kent, nor what was ealt by weſt, _ 
But took the road as it lay in my caſt. - 
Thus with a dowy heart and hangry weam, 
I wander'd, wiſſing that L war at hame, 
But wiſtaa whether [ made till'r or frae't 3 
But for the herds and gueeds ill was | paid- 
What ganks 1 met with, now I anna tell, 
But at the laſt upon a burn | fell. uh 
With bonny even road, and in with fe 
Ye might hae row'd an apple all the gate. 
Sicklike I mind aftimes to hear you tell, 
That fouk ſad follow when they hae gane will; 
This VII had down, but het, het was the day, 
The ſimmer couts were dancing brae frac brate. 
With faut and heat, | juſt was like to welt, 
And in a very blob of ſweat to melt; | 
Nae help there was, but there Jay dowa my hea& _, 
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Aneth a tree, ind wait for welcome dead. 
J hadna lang aneth the ſhadow lien. 


Three hours as I by time of day cud gueſs, 

Art eaſe I lay, and had ſweet happineſs ; 

But whan I waken'd, to my prite ſurpriſe, 

Wha's ſtanding but a laird afore my eyes? 

The bonnieſt youth that ever I had ſeen, 
Wich yellow ſtrips clad in a coat of green. 

Upon a bow he lean'd his milk white hand, 

A bonny boy athoughty aft did ſtand. 

Grite ſhawe I thought ſae to be gotten there, 

And was for fear the neiſt thiog to deſpair; 

Tn rinning aff lay my relief [ thought, | 

But of my claiſe he took a ſwippert claught,. , 

Bade me nae fear, for I ſad get no ſcaitb, 

To do me wrang, that he wad be right laith. 
> And ſpake ſae kindly, couthy-like and fair, 

And pray'd to tell what way I had come there; 
That at mair ſaught my mind began to he, 
And he ſome meat his laddie gart gee me. 


Whare 1 ſud be well ta'en about and right, 

Gin night we came unto a gentle place. 
And as he promis d, ſae 1 fand the caſe. 
Kind was the lady, for no men I ſaw, 

And bedded me with her ain dother braw. 

Well was i there, 1 wiſs 1'd bidden ſtill, 

Had ye but kend, I hadna met with ill, 


But ae night as I'm ſpying out-about, 


Sae finding ſhe for Flaviana ſought, 


Whan ſleep crap on me, and beguil'd my pain. 


Neiſt he perſuades to gang with him all night, 


With heart unſettled aye, ye needna doubt, 
Wha coming gatewards to me do l fee, 
But this focll laſs, that came the day with nie, 


There is # happy kyle for me 1 ouch. 
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$:e what needs mait ? together aff we came, 


And ofer high hills, and fearſome cloughs we clamb. 


Ralrn mean time from the door comes with a rin 


And pray'd that Jean and Nory wad gang ing 
And try gin they yon fiery laſs cou'd tame, 
That with her tongue had ſet all in a flame: 
And tries ſo hard yon heartleſs lad to gird, 
That he looks juſt as he'd drap thro? the yerd. 
Quo' Jean, weſe tty, but ſhe looks ill to ca“; 
And o'er auld-mou'd, I reed is fer us a. 

As they gang in, Ralph unto Colin fays, 

Yon hobbleſhow is like ſome (tour to raiſe ; 
What think ye 0*t ? for, as we uſe to fay, 
The web ſeems now all to be made of wae. 
Says Colin, for he was a ficker boy, | 
Neiper, 1 fear, this is a kitile ploy z 

Gin we the gully guide na now with can, 
Tmay chance to gee's a ſneck into the hand; 
Yon laſs maun not be dung, but dauted fair, 
It winna do to keam againſt the hair. 

At firſt 1 thought but little of the thing, 
But miſchief's mothers but like midge's wing. 
I never dream'd things wad ha gane this length, 
But we have e'en ſcen ſhargers gather ſtrength, 
1'bat ſeven years have ſitten in the flet, 

And yet have bangſters on their boddom et, 
That ſic'll be the caſe I now dread fair, 

dae we'll be fools to tamper with her mair, 

But with herſel had we alane to do, 

We might find ſhifts for (tapping of her mou 
And even that I doubt wad colt a pu 

But we hae all her country's fead to byde, 
O'er great a force by far for our weak fide, 
We 6 and I, 
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Ken they'ce nae fou ks for our weak hands to try 
She pleads a promiſe, and 'tis very true, 
But he had naething but a jamphing view 2 

But ſhe in gnapiog earneſt taks it a'. 


E 


The bargain was, that ſhe ſud lat's awa'. : | 
She plaid her part, and freed us frae our care | r 
And now hadds out, that we ſud be as fair, . 
Of her aſore we try' d to ſhak us free, | : 
But ſhe has ſcented out the road ye ſee, | 
Grite waters aſten riſe free little ee | - 8 


And there is e' en a providence in things. 

By rackligence ſhe with my laſſie met, 

That wad be fain her company to get; l 

W ha in her daffety had run o'er the ſcore, f 
And that has even brought her to our deor. 7 
Gin we fe ke on till her an fouks come bere, « 
Ye'll ſee the town intill a bonny ſteer; 7 
For they're a thrawn and root-hewn 5 LAS ( 
And ſtatt Jike ſtanes, and ſoon wad be our wrack. ; 
dae we had better jook unull the jaw ( 
Gang o'er our heads, han ſtand afor't and fv. 141 \ 

And face I think it belt ye bid the lad | ( 
Lay's hand to his heart, and to'the bargain hadd ; ] 
For I am much miltane.. Bu. at the lait, 
To gang together dean quad the belt. 


Sars Ralph, Well, neiper, 1 hae heard your wes, 
And even fauly at it ilka deal. | 
Kenning that ye're nae ſtrange to whey bas been by 9 
Your laſſie and my laddie Jang between: 
Aud even we had greed it tween qurſeils. 

counſel now buy of unkindneſa ſmells. 
Ye needna fairly Ralph, not be in ire. 
Says Colin, fox crunt bairns dread the fire. 
Had ye come throw their fingets a did l 
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Ye wadna be in {widder to comply ; © 
I'll wad my head, ere four- aad-twenty hours, 
That what's my mind the day, had then be yours. 
For ihe Sevitians will but doubt be here, 
To dacker for her, as for robbed gear; 
And what hae we a comer them to ſay? © © © 
The gear'll prove itſell gin we deny, ..- 
They'll threap we ſtole her, the*i] hadd till't herfell, 
And ſyne will naething be but ſad-pell-mell. 
Syne dool fells us, the weak ay wins the watr, 
Sac we at firſt had better to tak care. 

Wr, neiper, Ralph replies, I ken that ye 
Had aye a gueed and found advice to geez 
For its nae yeſterday that I cud fpy, : 
That ye cud things fee farrer thro* than 1; 

Sae for my part Pm willing to ſubmit, 
To what your glegger wiſdom ſhall think fit. 

Gin that unhappy lad wad be fo wife, ps 
As but ly too, and tak your gueed advice. 
Quo' he, ye canna better do, chan try, 

Ye's hae my input, to gar him comply. 

Cry ye him forth, weſe till him lay he lines, 
Heſe do't; br elſe what hadds on me he tines. 


Raurn does his bidden, and or Lindy comes, 
His father ſays, Lay by, man, thir humdrums, 


11 4 And lookna Mair kke Watty to the worm, | 
4 Gin ye hae promis'd what bat now perform? ' 
2 Amang us all # ravell'd heſp ye ve made, 


Sae now pit tee your hand, and help ro red, _ 4 
Ye ken yourſell beſt Whate ye tint the end, 
Sac ye ye maun foremiſt gang the miſs to mend. 
*Tis nae to mird with uncotouk ye tee, | 
2 n 
3 b 4 


„ 
* 
* « 4 * 
* # ow + s* * {TAS 
* 


L 92 7 


Ye hae yourſeſl with yon ſnell maiden locked, 
That winna thole with aff ſets to be joked ; 
And ſae, my lad, my counſel's ye be lown, 
And tak a drink of fic as ye hae brewn,. 
That's out of jeſt, and in ſnell earneſt, ſpark, 
As ye began, ſae now conclude the wark, 


Sars Lindy, Father, this is hard aneugh, 
Againſt ane's will to coup bim oer the heugh, | 
With his een open to the fearſome ſkaith z _ 
To play fic pranks I will be very laith. 

I bat ye car'd-naething it wad vively ſeem, 
Whether poor I, 4ud either fink or ſwim. 
But ſince yeꝰ ve caſten a careleſs count bont me, 
I maunna ſae, but to myſell maun fee, 

Sae | maun tell you ae thing, that's nae twa, 

I'll ſooner tak wild Scot of Gallowa*. 
Baith ye and Colio ken my mind was ſet, 

1 heſe ſeven years and mair. anither gate; 

1 wadna think ſic twa wile fouk as ye, 

Wad to your ain fic wrangous counſel gee. 

I watna well gin ye wad thankfu' been, 
To ony that had you fic counſel geen; 


Whan ye were young, and had your fancy faz 


At your ain hearts, | fear ye had been ve xt. 
And mony a time hae | een beard you baith, 
Say. ye to croſs your wee anes wad be laith. 
- Well, Lindy man, ſays Colin, chat's a“ true, 
But then was then, my lad, and now is now 3 
Bout thea-a-days, we'd ſeldom met with croſs, 
Nor kent the ill of conters, or of loſs, N 
But now the caſe is alter d very fair, ' 
And we fair new*d-and kam d agaioſt the hair, 
We now maun tak the warld as it wags, i ö 
And tor hail claich, ey'n be content with rags. 
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Anes on x day, we thought the wind wad blaw 

Aye on ous backs; that warild's now awa”. 

Aad this is come, and we maun not ſtrive wi'ty 

But een ſubmĩt 3 the life, my lad, is ſweet. 

When a's awa”, we ſitive to keep that grip. 

And tak odd ſhifts afore we lat it flip. 

For Nory, man, ye nezdoa faſh your thumb, 

Nor keep her mair imill anither's room. 

1 toor by far, ſhe'd die like Jeakin's hen, 

Ere we again meet yon unruly mea. 

Sac there's nae time to ſwidder "out the thing. 

Tl wad ber country · lads ſhalt no be dring, 

In feeking her, and making us to rue, | 

That ever we their name or nature knew; 25H 
Nae farrer back bou: them need we to look, ' 
Than how ourſells they did ſae ſadly. nook, -: : 


Taus at their bargain we the lads mann leave, 
Till of the Squire ſome ſhort account we give. | 
Who to his aunt returotog, mitt his pout,'' oct 0 
And was in unco rage ye needua doubt: 

And for her was jutt like to buro the towa, 

And for to ſind Wee f 
Conveens his frieads to help him far and neer,.ĩLEi 
And to the mountains did his journey ſteer, ru 
And thro? the glen with wondrous heed did by, 
Where his auld mammy kept his ſtore of ky. 

Blyth was the wile her folter-ſon to ſee, 

And {aia'd him o'er and o'er right heartily 3 1 
And tauld him, that ſhe now was mair nar fain, 
That kind gueed luck had latten him a 8 
Atore miſhap bad forc'd.him to compi, 
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Wirz, ſays he, mamey, * thats very ue "wy | : 
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But come let's try how taſtes your cheeſe and bread z 

And mean time gee's a waught of caller whey, 
This day's been hot, and we are wondrous dry. 
Your honour fall get that, juſt in a ſtoun. 
And my ſweet benniſon to pit it down. 

For with your ain it's fit ye ſud be fair'd, 
And were it mine, well wad I think it wair*d, 


Bur, ſays the Squire, ſaw ve nae unco laſs, 
Some of 1hir days down thro? the foreſt paſs? 
Indeed, quo? ſhe, but yeſterday I faw, | 
Nae farrer gane, gang by here laſſes twa, 
That had gane will, and been the-forth all night, 
But O ane of them was a ſeelſu ſight. 
Blind mat | be, and l am now threeſcore, 

Gin Cer I fawthe maik of her afore. 

Her yellow hair that up ia curlies row'd, 

Look'd in the fun; juſt like the threeds of goud. 

The ither too was à tight ſetting laſs, - 

Though ſortherſome; but meek this laſke was, 

Afore | witt they juſt ware hard in by, | 

As I was biſy.wiltkingat my ky; 

At me ſyn ſhortly they began to ſpeer, 

Gin they were unte Flaviana near. 

For Flaviana fpeer'd\they 2 ſaid the Squire | 

Heard ye nae word, what was their errand there? 

Indeed, an't like your honour I dinna ken. | 
For me to ſpeer, wad nae gueed having been; 

I gae them crouds nd milk, and thought indeed, 

That of fome ſuft*nance they had meikle need; 

And, by my gueſs 1 ſtrove to ſet them right; 

Syne in a glent they. were out of my fight. 


; Tux Squire, whan he a wee had chaw'd his cud 7 
| On Locky's ue, does with himſcl} conclude. 
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Whate'er the ither might ha been, that ſhe - AX 
Wha ſae was roos'd, muſt his ain Nory 2 

Well, ſavs the Squire, *twas gueed ye gar'd chem en, 
Auen thir hills fouk ay has need of meat: | 
Wha kens but ſickan kindneſs may meet you, | WB 
And be ſome day unto you worth a cow. 
Lat nane gae hungry by, that ye fee here, 

Bur gie them ay part of your country cheer 2 

I will allow't; yeſe nae be ſcrimp'd of meal ;; 

And ye hae fouth of milk, I ſee, yourſel. 

* Vis crying fin, quo the, to wrang the dead, 

The Laird aye bade me deal a piece of bread : 

And I thought aye ye wad break naething aff, '#h 
I mind ye liked aye to ſee a raff. [ 


War, nurſe, fays he, knit on on the auld NE” 
And gee. nae ground to fay a warſe is come: 
Whate'er ye did afore do better now, I 
_= s dae your fae, that has to count with yon. 

ut harkee, nooriſe, what I'm gaing to ſac, / 
We will be back within a day or twae; 
Upon your mi!k your lilly hand you'll ty, 
And gee's a feaſt o't, as we're coming by. 
And well I wat quo ſhe il do my beſt, _ 
With hauf a dizen forts to pleaſe your taſte 5 - 
Blythſome and well, my chiel, mat ye come back. 
And binna angry at my bamely crack; | 
For well | ken what is your-honour's due, 
But lat a word wich your auld mammy nor: 
And here me this ae word, my bonny laird, 10 
All that Uve done l'Il think the better wair d,. ö 
'F hat a young lady L fee you feich hame, 
Ye'll no thram well, as lang's ye lie your lane. LL: 
Well, mamwy, gao he, Lie tak your advice, of 
And hae ane of em, gin they binna nice. en 100 
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Nax fear of that « o ſhe z be vice? ha! ba! 

To tak the weakby' ird of Bonny-ha* ; 
Fhey're nae fic fools, ye might hae ten for ane, 
Were ir the faſhion, as they ſay, has bee n. 
Well worth ber room was your gueed lady mither, 
See yes like her gin ye ci galt ae 2 


Now by the time thar they 2 piece had wen, 
All in a brattle to the gate are gane; 
And foon are ond ef we auld nooriſe fight, 
Fo dxeſs her milk herſell wha ſhortly dight. 
Sic ſpeed they made, that in an hour or two, 
The braes of Flaviaes were inviews 
Of well. dteſt foctmen five or ſix or more, 
At a gueed rake were rinnivg on afore. 


Their utmoſt art to gar the lad comply; 

But he continu' d obſtinate aud thry.' 

As they're thus thrang, the gentles come in views | 

All in a breaſt upon a bonny brow. - 

Amazed at the fight they ſtood ſtane fill, 

As gin on them ſome witch had try'd her {kill ; 
Nae word they ſpak, ull they came cloſe in by, 
Izhe fight amo* them bad rais'd fick a fray ; 

Ihe Squire that foremoſt rade in armour ſheen, 

Cry'd, Stop my friends; and lighted on the green. 

To the three men then ſhortly turns, that gzz z'd, "ts 

And looked doited, ſpeechleis and bumbaz'd z* © 

And to them ſays, Friends, be fo kind as dell, | Fi 
Gin hereabouts does ane hight Colin dwell. | 
This queſtion made the ſhepherds ſae agaſt : 
That as the quaking afp, they ſhook as faſt, 


Now all this time baith Ralph and Colin try 4 | 


| Nac kenning what to thiak, or e 


Or what io do with Colin fic cada. e Ats, 


[ 97 1 


Soon cud he ſee they were with fear o'ertacty 
And conthily beſpeaks them thus agen: 
Fearna gueed ſhepherds, fearna at this fight, 
We never meant to pit you in a fright ; 
For peace we're come, and only want to ken, 
Gin ane hight Colin wins into this glen, 
A well, an't like your honour, Colin ſays, 
Indeed ane of that name wins in thir braes, 
But it is mair nor ſtrange, what ane hike you 
Sud hae with fic a hame-bred man to do. - 
For well Ll wat, I never yet did wrang 
To great nor ſmall, fin I had pith to gang, 
Are you the man? the Squire ſoon maks reply. 
Jam he ſays, my name I'll not deny. | 
The Squire, as ſoon's the verity he fand, 
Straight taks the honeſt ſhepherd by the hand; 
Wha wondering at the kindneſs gae a jouk, 
| But did confus'd-and mair nor ſhameful look, 
| Soon cud the Squire his blate confuſion ſee; 
And ſays, Tak heart, yeſe get nae wrang frae me, 
But all the gueed that's in my power to do. 
Now tell me does this houſe belang to you ? 
»Deed no, he ſays, bat mine is juſt at hand, 
And it and I are baith at your command. 
*Tis true, *tis barer than it wont to be, 
But wha themſells can from miſchances free? 
Nae mony days aback, I mair cud ſayz _ 
But fouk ſud not be vain of what they hae. | 
I've heard ſae, ſays the Squire, but never mind, 59 
Nor at fic woful antercalts repine ; | 5 
Tis but a cloud afore the fatr ſun ſhine. 
Ye'll ſee anither change, ere four days gang, 
And ye be jult as right as ye was wrang 


As they're ſac cracking, 5 the houſe thrangs out, 


* 
* 


. © Pporiſhamefyl Nory wiſtna how to look, 


* 
# 


* 


- 
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Gouping and gazing at the pew come ront. 
With ſome ſurprize the Squire beho'ds the thrang, 


And ſpeers gin all did till ae houfe belang; 
And ſcarce had ſaid it, when out at the door, 


| Juſt at her mither's back, comes Helenore.. 


He ſees the ſigh', then with a ſiercelins bang, 
Ont throw the thickeſt of the crowd he ſprang, 
And in a hint he claſpt her hard and faſt, 


Wich baith his gardies round about her waiſt ;. 


And laid a thouſand on her honny mou, 


That was as red as roſe that ever grew. 


Then ſaid, ſweet Nory, ye was ſair io blame. 
Hae to gang aff afore that I came hame, 

But, ſince we're met, I think my pains well waird, 
There fail he news again afbre we part. ' 


* 


Se ca be kiſs'd afore ſac mony ſouk. 


Lock up i cudna, but her aprde ſtrings, 


As faſt's the cud, row'd out and in, im rings. 
But O whe unco gazing that was there, 

Upon poor Nory and ber gentle Squire! 

And ae thirg ſome, and ſome anither ſaid, 

But very few ef fauts poor Nory freed ; | gies 
Though that ſhe fautleſs was maun be allow'd z. 
But rravell'd women are but ſynle ro- d. 


Bur «ll their cuſble-muſhle was but jeſt. 8 
Unto the coal that brunt in Lindy's breaſt. 


Sad were the dunts and kaells yeed io his heart, N. 


To think that Nory had miſplaid her part: 

Aud now begins to think was not for nought, 
That of kis-dapting ſhe ſae hitle thought, 
Whan ſic a Squire about her was ſae thrang- 


eb 


Out of his wits he jult was like to gang 


£ 
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Thioking for her to come to ſic a paſs, 
And all was now but {cores among the aiſe. 


Bur ſic a crowd the Squire ſurpris'd to (ee, 
At Colin ſpeers what could the meaning be, 
Indeed an't like your honour, Colin ſays, 
Sic ither threap taw I not all my days, 

As now is here; but wimpled is the tale, 
Ye'd weary ſeir afore I tell'd it hail, 

But gia to red it ye wad pleaſe to try, 
»Twould be an act indeed. of charity. . 

Let's bear't, he ſays, and 1 fail do my beſt, 
Gin on my ſente nee parties like to reit: x 
Tell on your tale, and oacthing thereof mils. 
1 fall, quo' Colin, and the tale is this. 


Fax this aback, and that nae mony days, _ Sn 
A band of Kettrin hamphis'd all our braes, _ 
Ca'd aff our gueeds at twelve hours of the da, 
Nor had we maughts to tura again the prey. e 
Hair bargain made the herds to turn agaia, 

But, what needs, mair ? all was but wark in vais. 
The herds came hame, and made a recfy' rait. 

And all the braes iang loud with dool and care. 

My laſſie, whom it ſeems that you have ſeen, 


— * as wy 


FPrae kindneſs this day nan her on the green, 


Like ane hair - brainꝰ d unto the glen taks gate, 
Wan now the night was growing mark aud late, 
With our ſurprile ſhe's nae miſt ull the morn, 
And now her mither on me blaws the horn. 
And | maun aft and ſeek her right or wrang, 
And mony à booklels foot did for her gang: 
And at the laſt I tell among my faces, 
The cruel-Kettrin of Sevitia's braes. 
And that lad there ye ice vu yellow hairy 

x 3 
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With me did of the worſt ef chances ſhare, 
Into their bands we baith together fell, 
And they did uſe us very ſharp and ſnell. 


Bound us all night, and wrought us hard all day, 


And for our pains but little ſuſtnance gae. 
The maiden of the houſe ſaw our miſhap, 
And out of fight gee's mony a bit and drap, 
And ſhortly to the lad fic liking took. 
That ſhe but him nae ſaught nor eaſe cud brook, 
Nae ither boot ſhe had, but tell her care ; 
Sprang frae the lad that had the yellow hair; 
And on the night engag'd to lat us gae, 
Sae be the lad her for his ain wad hae; ; 
And tak her hame, ſyne join afore the prieſt, 
All this he promis*d, but by way of jeſt. 
Sae on a night, as we did all agree, 
She opes our priſon door, and ſets us free, 
Aff all together we three linking came, 
But her to drap the lad contrives a ſham; 


And ſends her back for ſomething he forgot: 
Sac we gaes on, and thought ſhe'd ſlip the knots © 


But, r ſhe's no very blate, 
She follows on and with my laſſie met, 
That at ſome gentle houſe had ſhelter ta'en, 
I reed your bonour does this better ken. 
Sae finding ſhe for Flaviana ſpeer d, 


They made their py, and att together ſteer'd; 


And juſt this very day arrived here, 


And this, an't like you honour; maks the ſteer, 


The laſs, fee vonder her, with the brown hair, 
Bydby they call her, bargains tough and fair, 

That Lindy there ſud by his promiſe bide. . ' 
Gae face the Prieſt, and own her for his bride. 
But be for this again is not fo clear, LEA 


He thinks 'tis buying of the favour dear, 


[ 
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And mair attoure, his mind this mony a day, 
Gatelins io Nory. there, my dother, lay. 

Bui for fic thoughts, as lar as | can ſee, 
»Twill be their wiſdom now to lat chem be. 
Tis true iaderd, whan fickan thoughts began, 
And all our things in their auld channel tan, 
It might hae deen; but as we're ſtated now, 
Our little anes may tak icher trades than woo, 
Indeed we've ſecn the world leave wealthy touks, 
But they that marry when the've nought, are gouks. 
I think ſae too, eply'd the cunning Squire, 

Sic all their days ſtand likely to be bare, 

Your hoocours hitten the nail upon the head, 
Fouk to fit down with fomerhiag aye wad — 3 
And now your hovour's heard what maks the nen. 
Indeed, quo he, I think that Landy's wrang, 

As tar as 1 can gather fra your tale, 

But | ſud be content to hear himſell, 

And Bydby too; gin they refer to me, 

a do my belt io ak their odds agree. 


- 
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SYNE they were call d. Says Bydby, Pa content, | 
And to your honour's vote gee my conſent. - | 
For fic 1 think's the plainneſs of my caſe, 
That nane to gec' t againſt me can hae face. 
Well bonny lals, he lays, that een may de. 
But yet what Lindy ſays o't we maun ſee. 
Well Lindy man, tell gin the bargain was, 
By latting of you gae, to tak tae laſs? 
Quo he, ile Warrant ſickan words hae been, 
Au't like your honour, her and me between, 
To lat you gae, gin the peard whar'll ya give me, 
I've ablins 1ud, that 1 tail tak you with me ; 

Cud that be ground ſae faſt a gap e to Soong 
Or gee a laſs atittle ul a lad ? 
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I vonder that ſhe thinkſna burning ſhame, 
On ſic an errand ſae to come frac hame. 
For we poor fouks like at ſome pains to be, 
Jo court our laſſes their conſeut to gee z 
And think them light that haſtily conſent, 
Afore ſome time and pains on them be ſpent : 
But to ſeek us afore their pulſe we try, 
We cuunt them ſerimp of ſhame and modeſty. 
Well Lindy, that ſometimes the caſe may be, 
And ſometimes no, as ye right now ſhall fee ; 
Nae doubt we wiſh, whan we are linking ſet 
Upon a laſs, with as gueed to be met; 
Now ſhould we blame a laſs, that's juſt as free 
Ao look about her, and to like as we? 
A laſs may be as modeſt that likes you, 
As ony ane. your fancy likes to woo: + 
And all the fault, and ſure it is the leaſt, 
Is latting out the coal that burns her breaſt ; 
Ye kei yourſell the pain of hadding in, 
And ſhould we in the woman count it fin? 
But there is ae thing, that we maun allow, 
1 he lais likes beſt that's forc'd herieil to woo ; 
Wan they are, maybe, whom we court of choice, 
Nac hauf lac honeſt, and a deal mair nice. 
Sac ginna ſentence raſhly üll ye ken, | 
Sic I've {een blyth to eat their words again; 
And lic, 1 reed, will be the eaſe with you, | 
dae dinna blame ſae fair poor Byuby now. bg * 


Reer 


WELL mat your honour thram for that, quo ſhe, 
For as ye ve ſaid the caſe is jutt with me: 
"That lad 1 liked aboon ony ane, 
And like him yet, for a“ that's come and 
And boot to tell tor fear 1 loſt the hint, 
Sae that 1 on him hadna ſteal'd a din. 
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Had I come after, like a knotleſs thread, 
It might be fail that I was light indeed, 
But here I pit it till him, gin that he 
To tak me didna promiſe balennlie. 
Ere we took gate and he kens beſt himſell. 
To leave poor me, upon what ſhifts he fell. 
Without my knowledge he had left his coat, 
Then ſays to me that he had it forgot; 
And for the love to him I ever had, 
He me again to rin about it pray d. 
And now what was't for him I wadna do? 
And how I'm treated, Iſe be judg'd by you. 
Sae with fic guiding I am left my lane, 
And mony a weary fit fioſyae have gane, 
Born to the yerd with that unhappy cat, 
That he ſae /iily ſaid he had forgot. 
And now he thinks to pit me aff with hire, 
That gate to leave me ſticking in the mire; 
But he's miſteen to think to guide me ſae, 
For he's the only hire that I will hae. | 


Ap well, F think ye've win him ſaid the Squire, 
For ye hae plaid your part, and ſomething mair, 
And now I think that Lindy ſud play bis, 

And mak amends to you for ſk amiſs. 

What ſay ye man? think ye na burning ſhame. 
To gee a Jaſs fic reaſoa you to blame ? 

Can ye expect to thram or fortherds gang. 

That hae been guilty of ſae grite a wrang« 

Fauſe and manſworn will be the names ye'll get, 
Sae think in time while ye can mend it yet; 

For gin ye lat it to a hearing come, 

e' find ye've knit your web to a wrang thrum 2 
Force will campel you to comply as laſt, | 
Bae look about yon ere the hint be paſt. 
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Ovo! he, indeed is were a fare'eſs fealty. - 7 
To tak in earneſt what ane ſpeaks in jelt, $91 
But maiſtly whare we hae on» life to lead. 
Then, ere ye ſpeak ye ſud tak better heed, 
Replies the Squire, but now the- hint. is 
Fre it yeed by ye fud hae oript it faſt; - 
Do ye na think that ye with favonry met, 
Whan ye by Bydby was at freedom ſet? 
And mind, that love, which now the claims as due, 
Was what inclin'd her-firſt to pity you, Set 
To mend your meal, and ſyne to ſet you free. - 
Bae love ſud alſo now your motive be | 
For you ſhe did mair than cud all your Kin. 
Sae to draw back vou mnflna now begin. 
For weakneſs we the women uſe to ſhame, | 
But en ourſells yere like to turn the blame. 
Do juſtice, man. and'bringna fic a ſtain > 
On what has been the con ſtant brag of men; 
Mind what this laſs has underpane for you, 
Since ye did her ſo treachꝰrouſly forbhow - 
How the is catch'd for you frae wig to wa", 
And nae forſpeakers has her cauie to ca”: 
Has run the riſk of all her friends“ dowa · look. 
Whan for your ſake this ſtanding loup ſhe took : 
And ſhe herſell a ſtrappan la ſs to boot: 
1 fairly how ye can hae face to dot. 
A laſs, what I can ſee; that well may ſair 
The beſt mail-payer*s {on that e er buir hair; 
Beſides I find ſhe's metal to the teeth, 5 
And is nae like to be put aff ſae eeth. 
Gin at the laſs ye ſae repine and grumble, 
. Her friends may come and raiſe you with a rummle« 
By what 1 hear, their heavy band ye kend. el 
Nor need ye green to waken them agen. 
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Tarn Bydby glibly to the Squire reply'd, 
That is as. true a tale as e' er you fail; a 
Gin they come here, as come they will Pm ſure 
For twenty ponnds | wadna ſtand their ſtour 
"Tis true, I winna ſae. but I'li get blame, 
Sae like a knotleſs thread to come frae hame. 
But when they ſce how 1 am guided here, 
They wiana ſtand to reckon lang 1 fear. 
For tho? I ſay't myſell. they're nae to kame 
Againſt the hairy a ſñ eld ward or at hame. 
As for this laſs, that was your jo before, 

] reed ſhe thinks ye hae gane o'er the ſcore, * 
Proceeds the Squire, and that whatever now _ 

Ye may pretend, ſhe ſees ye're nae to trow. 

And though for you fic kindneſs yet ſhe had, 

As ſhe wad you afore anither Set. 

How cud ſhe think that grace or thrift cud be 

With ane ſhe now does ſae manſworn ſce ? 
. Fouk ay had belt begin with dealing fait. 

Altho' they ſud forgather ne'er ſae bait 

For Nory*s ſake, this ſideling hint he gae, 

To brak her picee and piece her Lindy fraez 

And gain'd his point; tor ſhe look'd wondrous dram, 
And thought his ſhifting Bydby but a ſham. | 
This pleas'd the Squire, and made him think that he 
At leaſt fiae Lindy, wad keep. Nory free. 

And for himſell to mak the plainer road, 

Berweeſh them ſae by caſting of a clod. 

Thea Lindy ſays, Sir this is unco hard, 

'This gate we hae mae chance to pet a kaird, 

Gia ſhe bur ſay, ſhe likes ane, that's azeugh, _ 

And we, as lang's they'll ca', maun hadd the plough, 
But ſays the Squire, gin ye wad tell a tale. | 
That wad bear weight, be 5 to tell it hail 3 
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Attour that Baby tag ſhe liked yon. 

She yet ſays mair, and that's, that ye did vow. 
If with a kaird, as her, the cafs were . 

And ſhe in ſiſt io have you, wherefore no? 
That back. d1or is o'er (trait to lat you out, 
Sae ſeekpa air ſor ſnifts to look about: 

For from what 1 can either ſee or hear, 
About your caſe, ye're Buydby's well won peat. 
Sae pay your debt and makna mair about it, 
Hail claith looks 2 tar better than the clouted. 


Art this claw'd Bydby⸗ s back and made her fein. 
As bv her blythſome looks ve well might ken. 
The Squire ken'd well, and unto Lindy ſays. 


Sic cheery looks a heart hauf. dead migot raiſe. EEG 

Now Nory all the while was playing prim, 3 
As opy lamb as modeſt, and as mim. | | = 
And never a ook with Lindy did lat fag. 
But chew'd her * on what he heard and ſa w. 4 


Now FE 8 heart i is Haffins in a ſwidder * | 
The, vild Sc vitiaps pat him in lic dridder; 
And he bout Not y now cud ſee nae lythe, ; 


4 Bydby only on ba lopked blythe. 


Ten faid the Squire, T wifs we hed the dle 5 
I'm thinking Lindy's all this time in jeſt; Fa 
We ſud dunt out the boddom o't ere lang, > 
Nor Lindy mir be chargeable With wrang. 0 


Quo? Lindy, Sir, ſic 'inots are kaſy caften, © 
But Pm but that gate hauf reſoly'd to faſten, WO ER 
Well hauf is ſomething, after comes the bai, 


0 ee and Colin what ye cad preva ß, 


1 17 ? 
Tak lad and laſs, and ſpeak among yourſells, 


And when ye've done, come back again and tell's. 


Bae aff they gang, and down together fit. 

Von laird, ſays Colin, bas a deal of wit. 
The gentle ſort ken mickle mair than we, 
Sae we ſud tak the counſel that they gee, 

Sae Liady, put an end to all this ſtrife, 

And tak kind Bydby here to be your wifen 
Lis bard to ken, whare bliſſings for'e may light. 
Tho' at the time they may be out of light.. 

*T may be a means to get our gueeds again: 
At leaſt, I'm ſure, 10 flig zht ber wad be nane.. 

By that we're certain to get ſturt and fkaith,, 

But by the ither may get free of baith. 

This Squire, maybe, may with their maſter deals 
Grite fouks with ther. eas'ly can prevail. | 


Quo? Ralph, Troth Celia, [think ye arecright, | , - - 


It winna dee at all this laſs to light. 

And truly. Lindy, 1 maun chis allow. 
The laſs is feer for feer, for hide and hae 
And as we're circunltanc's, [ badd it fit, 

As lany's the iron's het, Je ſharply hit; 

For tear ye lole che heat atore ye ut. 

Gin anes they come, and things nae at a . 
Better your feei, man, bath warr in 1 
Lid a the-milchict. light. on you your lane, 

It were leis {kanth, *twere but the lols of ane. 


Sakeiels nor guilty, man. wife, chiel cor Chare, 
Come man, lays Colin, what needs all this din, 
Tue lais, bur marr, may-lair your chief of kia, 
Begin the wark, and gec'er à kindly kits. 

| There's nacthing Nee 10 nal ee 
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But gin they anes brak looſe, they, Wing ſpare, . ot 
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Indeed quo? he, that's what I well can ſpare, 
Ie gee her ane, tho ſhe ſud get nae mair. 


| Ar this poor Bydby's heart came till her mou, b 


She met my lad hauf gates and mair [ trow. 
And par'd her lips on his gee fic a ſmack, 
That well out-by ye wad have heard the crack; 
And then with fig a blythſome blink ſhe took it, 


7 


That therewith Lindy's mair nor hafling hooked, 


Upon the laſs his heart *gan'fſae to warm. 


That ane wad thought the kiſs had been a charm. Tv 


Gin he look d blythe, the laſhe looked mair, 

For ſhame was paſt the ſhading of her. 

Fe cudna tell, xcept ye had foun't yourſell, 
How Bydby's heart did at the kindneſs knell, 

To him ſhe ſays, Well-fell me, Lindy, now, 

That e er | got a taſting of your mou: 

| Nae hnney+beik that I did ever pree, 

Did taſte ſo ſweet and ſmervy unto me, 


— 


The day is now my ain. Lat's gae and tell 


Ton gentle Squire, that he's content himſell. 
Well mat he be, and well mat ye be a, 

That's belped my dear Lindy's heart to fa. 

For want, my Lindy, hae ye now nae fear, 

1 ho? ye be herry'd. I hae fouth of gear; 

And mair attour myſell fall bear the blame, 


Gin all your gueeds come yet not dancing hams. 


| Sae wiſely thus ſhe did theigully guide, 
\ » That Lindy fand he had ſcarce room to ſlide. 
In this gueed mood they all come in a breaſt, 
And Bydby looks as gin ſhe'd fund a neſt. 
"The Squire cud ſoon the alteration ſpy, 
Whan they came all ſae cheerfully in by 
And ſays, I ſee; ye*re all accorded now, 
Woaat gueed advice may do, ye winna trow. 
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And tho? poor Lindy look'd but hauf and hauf. 
Yet Bydby anſwer'd with a blythſo ne gauff, 5 | 
Well fell me nov, the day is all my ain, 
There is no pleaſure gotten without pain; | 


Tarn fays the Squire, My friends, now * you 
Weſe hae a prieſt to end this dibberderry ; (merry, 
Kiſs on and daut, and uſe your freedom now. 
Nane now dare fay, *tis ill-done chat ye do. 

With Colin I mau hae a quiet cricky 
And ye fall ſee a {port whan T co ne back. 
Then taks his Nory by the milk- white hand, 
That all the while did changing colours tand. 
Then bids he Colin bring his wife alang : 
Syne all ſat down a wee bit frae the- thrang, · 
When they are ſer, he unto Colin ſays, 
I've not yet rauld my errand'to thir braes ; 
Yon threap, I think, is feck'y at a cloſe, RY 4 
Bur I tiae ſomerhing better to propoſe. 
Poor Nory here is like to want her jo, 
And tooth and nail UVye wrought to have it for vt 
That ſhe ſhould want, I think great pity were, 
And ſhe ſae ripe, ſae cherry cheeked ; and fair; 
That ſhe has mit this heat, I am not wae. 
Says Colin, ſhe may want this year and day; 
»Tvill tak this ſeven year, I fear aud mae, 2 
Scrap where we —_ n-! de ut to ga, | 15: KAY 
N FS | 5 4 a 

Turn aue we ae Gin Mins be a you far, | 
She ſanna want a man, for want of gear. | 
A thouſand pounds a year, well burden . 

1 mak her ſure of, gin ſhe'll gang with me. 
And with the word a kindly {mack her gae, SS Hun 1” 
Tul Nory bluſht, and wiſtna what to Wy nf 251 368-2% 
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A corntry little-ane for the like of you. 
It is not feer for feer ſae dinna joke, 
Yell get your equal, and ſhe'll get her luck. 
Says Squire, for joking gin I had been ſet, 
I cud have pleas'd myſell anither gate; 
And never ipecr'd your leave, whan her I fand, 
In the wide foreſt full az my command. 
But lat her tell gin ony wrang | gae. | 
Indeed, quo ſhe, Sir, thet I dare not fay. . 
Sac Colin I'm in carneſt, though that 1 > 
Cud nill ye will ye carry aff my prey; | 
1 ſtand ſo free ; yet *ris my choice to ſpeer 
Yeurs and your wite's goodwill for Nory bere. 
Au, an't like your honour, Colin ſays, - 
Bin that's the gate, we beedna mak great phraſe; 
The credits ours, and we may bleſs the days 
That ever keeſt her in your honouc's way. 
But ye'II bae of hei but a fiily prize, | 
And ſoon belike may her and her's deſpiſe, 
A witleſs litile- ane, bre4 to herd the ewes, + 
Or, when they're full, io pull a birn of cows, 
That or fic like's tbe mailt that the,can do, 
And ſae 1 reed {hell not be tit for you; - 
But, come of her What likes, 1'm twice content, 
That Lindy's to his bargain gien cooler, 
For ti at ay help perbeps to quench the ire, 
That glows *mang the Sevitians, like a fire; 
For up they'il be upon a wondrous leer 
And gueed's the Lap we hae your Konour: here 3 
Gin yell but byde amang's a day or twa, 
To l.eip's a huch afore ye gang awa'. 
would calm them fair, fic partakers to . 
Amang ſae poor and feckleis fouk as we. 


All dat 1 grant, repiy d the gallapt Squire 
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And Iſe be gla l, what help I can to fare. 
Bat mak me ſare my Nary is my ain, 
And ye nor I fall hae na farther pain. 
Out, out, quo he, gin ve he bath content 
To gang aogether, yeſe hae my conſent. _ 
And well I wat, quo? Jean, ant veſe hae Ane, | 
And my beſt — the ſame to line. 
And tho' 1 ſay't, ſhe's juſt as gueed a child. | 328k 
Wiſe, and kind hearted, chearfal; meek;: and mild, 2 
As ony ſhe that ever yeed on bane, 

Gentle or ſimple, exception mak I nane. 

* is true, I grant, ſhe's nae a meik for you. 
Though ſhe be well enough for hide and hae. 

But makſna, tis all ane fince ye're content, 

I hope yeſe never of your choice repent z 

Altho' her father there, ſuol ſenſeleſs many 

Says, that the laſſie his nae ſkill nor can ; 

He kens nae better, an1 is fiir miſta'en, 
But nae bang ſvne, ſhe made a keek her n + 
And never gat a leſÞn but bare ane. 

She'll ſhape to ony caſt your honour likes, 
Conceited fouks are ready to loup dikes. _ 

A well, good wife, that's true, I'm of your miad, 
I could hae gotren enew of my ain kind, - 
And courting me as hard as trey cou'd do, 
Tho' Lindy fk-irs at laſſes when-thay-wooz 

But on my Noty here my fancy's fer, | 
She's get the fortune that they wiſh't to . 


Now Nor y, tell me; Nory will ye hae 
A ſwinging laird, and lat the ſhepherd * HH 
Veſe be as happy as the day is lang. 

And there about us twa fall be a fangs 
That ſall be heard as far as bonny Jean, 
That erſt was all the burden of the glew. 


K 1 1 
| $1xcn they're content to hom I do belang, 
She bluſhing ſays, that I with-you ſhould gang, 
To ſay you nay, I think I. ſbould be wrangg 
For great's the kindneſs that ye kyth'd- on me, 
Whan me ye did in the wild foreſt ſee. 
And kind the lady was of Bounty-ha', . 
Frae whom | came oer rackleisly wa; | 


But fainneſs to be hame, that burnt 1 breaſt, d 
| Made te k ah6 ele nin RotÞ | 1 bu 


Ir ye'er content, is juſt ad ty to 3 1-49 3 


Were ye anes bame your life ſhall. eaſy be. 
The Squire reply'd and twin'd, his willing arms... 


About her wailt, and kiſs'd her bonny charms. . 


Of your conſent, he. lays, I'm mair nor Jain, 


And vogie that I can ca you. mν⁰ν⁰ jh it. 
Your: bonny cheeks that firſt I ſleeping fad '' 
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ſt as ye lay, quite aff my feet me ſta s 5. 


tae then till now I brook'd nae peace nor reſt. 


| 15 ſtack your ſweet teſemblance in my breaſt. | 
o eat your meat, and-that's be of the beſt. 


And wear your claiths frae head to foot well dreſty. YE 


Thro? bonny yards to walk, and apples pe - 


Or huney pears to melt within your mou?, - 


Or on the camowyne to lean you down, 


8 


Wich roſes red and white all buſked kd, 


Sall be the hight of what ye'll hae to do, 


And nane to quarrel or find fault with you. 


My couſin Betty, whom ye ken and ſaw, 


ha left full dowy down at Bounty ba', 


Whan you came att, fall your companion be, | 


And like twa filters, ye will ſott and gree. 
And further, leſt my Nory ſhould thiuk lang, 
Kind Colin there and Jcan with us ſhail gang. 
Indeed quo? Colin, ſince my laſſie s gaing, 
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As I's a quoy altho? the were a cow. 


And ſyne weſe birle it dauld with chearful face. 
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bod on ber feet ſac happily has foes, 3 


m e en content it be as ye wad haeꝰt. 
Your honour winna miſs our bit and baid. 


Wer, bene Colin, there's 8 my hand to youre, 
There's be nae odds at hame bout yours and ours: 
At hack and manger, Jean and ye fall live, 

Of what ye like, with power to tak or give; 
Bat, that we loſe no time, we'll call the prieſt, 
Ho ſee what can be gotten, for a feaſt ;  . 
or I've brought drink enough, and of the beſt, - 
Of gryte or ſma', that well may pleaſe your talte. 


Quo Colin, 1 hae yet upon the town, . 
A quoy, juſt gaing three, a berry brown ; 
A tydy. beaft, and glittering like the ſhe, . 
That by gueed hap eſcap'd the greedy face . 
Well will L thiok; i it wair'd, at fic a tyde, 
Now when my laſſie is your honour's bride : 
She's get the ett and that ſall be right now. 


Fart fat you, Colia, ye ſpeak like yourſell, 
She's be a well paid quoy. gin I hadd heal, 2 
Says the blyth Squire, mean time well tak a al. 72 
And drink a health to my dear 
Uatill the prieſt be come, to gee's the g 


be: 


Call in- "by Lindy, and his Bydby here, | 
Thar they =_y get a ſhare of our ur gueed chats. 


Bur hear ye firſt, . maun be dreſt, 

And that, 1 *fſare. you, maun be of the belt 3, 
Says Colin, Heary, haſte ye and rin o er, 
Toer bridal fark; ai the fore: 
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it waſna on, I wat this ſeven year, 

And well I wat it anes was clean and clear: 
Pit that upon her. aud what mair ye hae, 

Ye canna mak her braw enough the · day. 

Quo Jean, [fail de that intill a ſtoun, 

And hail and fear beſide's my wedding gown : 
All ſall gang on, the laſſie' HI take it now. 
Gueed ſtuff it is, and looks as it were new. 
Attour I hae a ribbon twa ell lang 
As brood's my loof, and uae a thrum o't 1 7 
Gin it hae, monny marrows I'm beguil'd, 

' F'was never out of fauld ſyn ſhe was ſwayPd : 
All this 1 bae, and ſhe fall get it a“; 

Were they anes on, ſhetl en be bridal-braw. Fc 


Tux Squire ies, Yove been a noble pre, | N 


But theſe are out of faſhion for my bride. | | 

They'll fit you beſt, pit ye them on yourſell, 

Je well deſerve for thrift to bear the bell: 

My Nory anna. want. Then gae a cry, 

Whereat twa well dreſt laſſes come in- by; 

aj them he ſays, Yell tak this angel ſweet, 
Apd dreſs withihavins for your-miſtreſs meet. 


y love, my bride, and ſpare: no pains nor care; fs 


r chap and choice of furts ye hae them there; 


Aid as ye do, miad ye your miſtreſs drefs, 
— : than 10 ſuch let your regard by: Ny 


Tus maids obeys and Nory's taken id, 


And of her-coumry claiths ſtripe-to the fin. 


But O the bonny things that they had there, 


by Of gowns and cambricks; coſtly, fine, and rare! 


I canna name the hauf; but of them they 
| n K — 
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So white, ſo neat, that when ſhe came againg _ 
Her mother jean did haflins her miſſcen. SZ HP 


| Now by the time that Nory comes in by, 
Like Venus from a {camper bro? the ſky; 
Fleeing with fiiks and ragdy like the mora, 


That caſts a glow upon the yellow corn, 


Lindy and Bydby frae their:gviet crack, 

Right well content, and blythſome like, came back. 
The Squire obſerves them, and ſays come awa?, 
I'm fain to fee you look ſae, but a ga 


.Your ſcruples, Lindy, by your looks I find, 


Are at a cloſe, and anſwer'd to your mind. 


Quo Lindy, Sir, indeed 1 canna ſay, 
But I and Bydby may together gae ; 


But there is ae thing 1'd hae dunted out, 
And I nae mair fall ſay this threap about. 
And that's, that Nory owa afore you a', 
That on my fide the bargain didna fa“. 
For, for my coat, | wadaa wiſh't were ſaid, 


That ] ot jampbing maidens made a trade. 


Well, Lindy, I believe, reply 'd the Squire, 
Nory'il be frank, to do you juſtice there ; 
For whet bñetween you twa has ever been, 
Nane to the other will caſt up, I ween. 
Bur, quite to mak you ealy, let her tell 
Afore this ol what ſhe thinks o'r herſell. 


Tuzx Nory ſays, tis necdleſs to come o'er, | 
Anithei cait, and biaun be lat alaue. 


But all before here ſtanding 1 avow, | 
That naething wrang 1 hae to lay to you: 


And as a token that 1 hae nae grudge, _ | 


Where'e: I uin yele * be to lodge ; 
1 | S 


Twixt you and tne what tapped'd has before : 11 
That's paſt and gane, and things ye ice have ta en 


* 
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| And fare as T do, and what I can ſpare, 
__ ever mak you welcome to a ſhare. | my 
ow, Lindy, ſays the Squire, you're eaſy now, 1 5 
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And Nory fays naething but gueed to you, 
And what ſhe here bas ſhapen, I ſhall ſew: 
Bring ilka year, as lang's ye dow and live, 

A lamb, and ro > auld acquaintance give; 
And in your, get as aft down tauld, 
The worth of all al char ſuck within oo fauld. | 


And now the: prieſt to join the pair is come, 
But firſt is welcom'd with a glaſs of rum. | 
And now the pairs, by choice together caſ t, 
In wedlock's bands are linked hard and faſt; 0544.9 
And now the diſhes on the damaſk green Sh 
Are ſet in rank, with proper ſpace between; 
While honeſt Jean brings forward in a clap,' 
The green · horn eurties ratcling in her lap Fm 
And frae them wyl'd the fl:ekeſt that was there, 
And thumb'd it round, and gave it to the Squire. 
Tben round the ring ſhe dealt them ane by ane, 
Clezno in her pearlin keek and gown alane, 
The prieſt ſaid grace, and all the thrang fell tee 
And ply*d their cuities at the ſmervy bree: 
Then on the beef of the new flaughter'd quoy, 
Baith knives and tec th and thumbs they did employ : 
Sometimes the beer, ſometimes the wine went round, 
For what the Squire bad do, was ſnaply done; 
While all the green with muſic fweetly rang, 
And honelt Coin knack'd his thumbs and ſang. © 
Wia, dinner's o'er; the dancing heilt began, 
; And throw and throw they lap, they flang, they . 
The country-dances and the countiy-reels, - 
With ſtreeked arms bobb'd round, and nimble heels, - 
Tbe * ern el nander to 4 —_— 
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And roos'd him always beſt that lightelt leapt. 


Left Nory ſeeing dancing by a rule, 
Should bluſh, as having never been at ſchool; 


Colia behaddiag on the green, 
And mair nor pleas'd turus in a ſtound, 
And conuthily ſays unto Jean, 
What think ye 2oman of this day? N 
May we not think our pains well wair'd, 
And that it is right biythſome play. 
W han our young Nory's gotten a laird ? 
Jean ſays, | thought ay gueed of her wad come, 
For the was with the foremoſt up and ſome. 


Wir thus the blythſome mirth gaes round, | 


Taxn Colin ſays, come, deary, gee's a ſang, 
And lat's be hearty with the merry thrang z 
Aua, ſhe ſays, tool man, ye're growing fu?, 

Whacver's daft to day, it ſiſua you. 


As they're at this, the Squire came dancing by, 


And ſpecrs what thoughts their minds did occupy. 


Quo? Colin, Sir, an't like your honour, we 
Bout Nory's happy luck were cracking free. 
And was biddmg Jean e'en gee's a ſang, 
That we amang the laeve might mix our mang : 
But ſhe but jamphs me, telling me I'm fu', 

Aud gin't ot ſae, Sir, Le be judg'd by ou. 
I join you Colin, then the bridegroo n ſayn, 
Come honett Jean, gee's Flaviana's braes. 
Quo? jean, my ſteven, Sir, is blunted fair, 
Aud ſinging trae me trighted aff with care. © 
But gin yell tak it, as I now can gee't; ' 
Ye're welcome tilbt, and ny ſvect bliſiag wi't. 
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: F all the lads that be 
On Flaviana's braes. 
My Colin bears the gree, 
And that a thouland ways. 
Beſt on the pipe he plays, 


Is merry, blyth and gay. 0 | 


And Jeany fair he ſays, - 
Has ſtown my heart away. 


II, 


Had I ten thouſand pounds, 
I'd all to jeany gee; 

And thole a thouſand wounds, 
To keep my Jeany free. 

For Jeany is to me, 

Ot all the maidens fair, 

My jo and ay fail be, 7 

ith her II ooly pair. 
| III. 


Of roſes I will weave © 
To her a flowery crown; - 

All other cares Vil leave, | 
And buſk her haffets round; 

I' buy her a new gown, | 


— 


With firips of red and blue, 


And never mair lock trown., - 
For Jean will ay be new. 


— 
— 
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My Jeany made reply, 
Sin ye have choſen me, 
Then all my wits PII try, 
A loving wife to be, - 
If L my Colin ſee, 
I'll lang for naething mair, 
Wich him I do agree, | 
In weal and woe to ſhare 


Now Sir, you hae ps Flaviana's braes, 
And well, ye ſee, our goſſip did me praiſe ; 
But we're forfairn, and ſair alter'd now, 


vic youngſome ſangs are ſareleſs frae my man. 


Hale be your heart, the merry Squire replies, 
Nae to the worſe is alter'd yet the guiſe. 

And hale too Colin, be your heart; but you. 
This blythſome ſang we all had wanted now. 
Then Colin ſaid, the carline made it nice, 
But well I kent ſhe cud it rightly dice, 
Aft times unbid, ſhe lilted it to me, 

And o'er the fire has bliaked in my ee. 


To fill a glafs the cheerful Squire commands. 


And with the hozeſt ſcelfu' pair ſhodk hands: 


Then drank their health, and garr'd it gae about. 


And O the drink was nappy, brown and ſtout. 


As thus the dancing and the mirth gaes Ons 


Ane looks about and fays. O firs, what's yon ? 


A heap of men advancing at full drel. . 


And O the foremo{t was a fearſome chiel. 
All look about, and Lindy fays, Hol hot 


Yoo's the Sevitians, what ſhall we do no-? I 
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And yon's black Tam that gaes his lane afore 
There'l! be amang us now a dowie hour. 
Then Colin ſays, alas ! the tale's o'er true 2: 
Our mirth will all be turn'd to mourning now 
*Tis now come 10 our hand what Bydby tauld, 
We'll naething be afore yori bangſters bauld. _ 
The Squire obſerves their (right, ſays Never fear; 
We'll meet them with as ſhaip and truſty geer: 
Come fi: ends, with courage let u meer the cr w, 
And that there's men in Flaviena ſhew.. 
_ Mean while he ſays to ſtalvart Aiken bill, 
Till we be ready you ſtep forward will ? 
Wit) your babiliments and armour ſheen, 


And aſk yon highlang'Ketttin what they mean? 


—_ 
* 
i 


Charge them to itopþ, nor move a foct-braid: more. 
Or they ſhail at their peril eroſs the ſcores 17 © 
The knight obeys with glaneing ſwotd ia hand. 


With ſtately Rep, and brow made for command, 
On his left arm he dore his maſſy tage,. 
Well boſs'd with ſteel, and out of meaſure large, 
Whea he was full within their hearing got, 
Wich dreadful voice from off a riſiag mot, 


He call'd to ſtop ; and calling ſlruck the ground. 


Till all the yerd return'd a trembling ſound 

The men, though bauld, yet at the daring fight, 

And manly cry, were ſome put in a fright ; 

And ſtopt a wee, then up mair ſoftly came: 

Then aſk'd the knight, what was their country's 

Sevitia they replied. What ſeek ye here, 

In fic a band; and in fic warlike geer? - © 

Our filter we foppoſe is ſtolen away,, 

And by the Flavianians ma de a prey: Kt 

Her at all hazards we intend to claim, 

And on the havers fix the 
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Abdi now the $quire-i is ready to advance, 
And in bis hand bolds up a ſhining lance + 
And bids the ſſouteſt of the.gather'd thrang, 
Gird on their bu'ziement and come alang. 
Nory at this is ſuddenly agaſt, 
Wich both her hands unto her Squire grips faſt. 
Crying, Dear Sir, you ſhall net, mult not go. 
Yon Kertrin's bows will ſurely ſhoot you thrg'. 
For any thing with you III never part, 
For feat's already like ro brak my heart, 
Fear not dear Nory, ſoftly ſaid the Squire, 
The ſight of us will make them faſt revire, 
Retire or no, poor Nory ng replys 
If you go any further, ſo will I 
Then come alang, ſince with me e ye'll abide, - 
- e' look the better that we hae our bride: 
ou want pot darts that can baith wound and kill, 
You know yon ſhot me ſleeping in the hill. 
Your glancing, een will mak their heads to reels 
And melt their arrows, tho” of forged ſteel. 
So hand in hand the ne knit pair ſet out, 
2 Attended by a brave and gallant rout. 
Fe” The Squire comes up and ſays to Aiken- hill. 
Have theſe intruders then obey d your will? 
So far he ſays, chat they have ſtopt their courſe, 
But ſay, that here is of their march the ſource. 
0 The Squire advances, and enquires the cauſe. 
e. They thus adventure to break thro? the laws ? 
By breaking in upon their neighbours bounds, 
Like baited bears, ot like blood - thirſty n. 
Did they imagine, Flaviana's braes 
Had no protectors from their bloody faes? 
He'd let them ſeg they widely were milteen, 
And —— 33 hard march agen. 
Tho' they of late N 5 wan zwa; 
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Our auld forbeers practis'd it all their days | 
And ne'er the warſe for that did ſet their claiſe's 4 01) £ 
But never heard that eber they ſteal'd a cow vo! 

Bic dirty things they wad hae ſcorn'd to door 

But tooming faulds or ſcouring of a glen, © 2D 1 200 459 1 
Was ever deem'd the deed of protty mennnmnñx 
So we for that reed not caſt down our brow,” 8 
It is a that we ney” 3 fret vas og roy 11 


Tus Suite confidler'd dende veſt to Gebe 75 
With when bout things that they accounted right; 1 
But tries with reaſon to reduce their will, 
And * * of what: they Nag ont ills, g 1453 

it Nan een otich 

Aup thus begins: Pew auld forbeers,: you ay, 4 
Taught you to teem à fauld, and drive a oh & 200% 
They thought it was a doughty deed; and ye 
To do the like right well iatitl'd be: 
But tell me this; how ye would like the ca 
If others on yourfells ſhould turn the chafe 2-1! | pts 4 
Say they, we knew no reaſon but they might. 
Tbe Rrongeſt fide has ay the ſtrongeſt vights © bot pots 
If we our fide unable are to guard, ' oo 
Let them the booty have for their reward. 4 
The Squire replied, my lads ye judge amilee $97 ii 
For of the weil hd law pro Protector is, L £16352303q On l. it 
It way be, {aid the Kettrin, but 2 a e L*aMÞ 
We have like reaſon to complain of 'you'; - 5 EN A 
Yer own 3 wad ue ud ny} 15 0d; 


£ 

When they theſe! Foneſt peoptes guee ds did ca- wt 0 
That they — ſind the guiſe was alter'd' . * 4 
And reaſon have this reckleſs raee to rue. 9g bafh ; 
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Tarn the Sevitians made this bold reply. 5 8 
We never thought it wrang et Re 
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And erg ae want her, we fall pluck a craw. | 
O then replied-the Squire, is that the caſe? | 0 Y* 
Come forward and e ſoon fall hae redrelayy/ "ad j 
The laſs is ſafe and ſound, and married lea, 4 
And free to tell that her we did not ſteal © © 4 
Stark love and kindneſs. made her to come here. » 
Whan we to have her were not quite ſo cleat :; 4 


But we've inclin'd the lad that wan bet beans, Ar Hs 
To gee himſell to heal her langing ſmart. Fs 


Ir that's the cale, fay they,. our wind at Ik 
We wils they o't may hae à meiry feaſt. 0 
A merry fealt they bacy he ſays, and ye Po YR Ph 
Come forward, and the truth thereof ſhall ſee. 


AND now the fead is ſoften'd, and alang 
They march, and mix themle!ls amang Ahe thang. 
The lace oh things is alter'd in a ſuap, 
And as they came, they ſang, they danc'd, they. aps ; 
Colin and Lindy now, Who fear'd the worſt, .. 
; 'L tus change oblerving, come amaog the brit ; | 
Wuh Bydby haading Lindy by the hand, 
10 welcome. the Scvitians to their land. 
And meity was their meeting on the green, 
And O the {hacking hands that there was ſeen! 


- * 
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d All torward now in metry, mood they went. } 
[ And aii the; day in mirth and ranting ſpent; A 4 
Well were they p eas d with Lindy, when they law. _ 
Wuth him the yoke now Byaby loo'd to draw. f 


| W ben they bad eat any, danc'd, and drau.k their fill, 
Ihen laid ihe Squire, my lads, it is. my will, , 
As by dis mariiage Je ae unked here, ww 
hat ye reilgre (tus honett, people's geaarr, 
And uve like irichd8,-An6 each itand by the other, mw 
As cloſs as e * On: to any brothers,” tie? Bis ff v4 
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L 
L 


— 


18 1 


Give o'er your haitſhips, andi ia. prove your 
Nor mair aſtrolling go with riefing bands; 
Se fall you hehee be had in good eſteem 

And your loſt reputation much redeem. 


Turn the Sevitians gave this mild reply: 
Your juſt requeſt we canna well dery. 
Since Lindy has with Bydby join'd his hand, 
'Theyſe hae their gear again at your cummand 


Chap out as mony younkers frac the glen, 


As ilka horn an hoof of yours may ken; 

And we fall them a ready taiken gee, 

That fall frae us let all their gueeds gae free, 
Accordingly the lads were wiked and fent, 
The taiken ſhewn, that, but a hoſt was kent; 
And all the beaſts in courſe of time came hame, 
And ilka cow was welcom'd by her dame, 
Then all the afternoon they danc'd and drank, 
And were with ither hearty, free and-frank, © © 
At night the wedded pairs on beds of hay, 
Did ratify the bus'neſs of the day. 


Now when the morn was gilt with Phzbus bent, 


And reek in ſtreaming tow'rs frae lum heads leams; 


The Squite and all his fightly friends are ſeen 
In good array upon the dewy green. | 


And ſtraight with the Sevitians feal'd a band, 
In after times unalterably to ſtand, © © 


To wit, That they with Fiaviana's braes, 


Should ever mair hae common friends and facy. 


4 Atiour the Squire to Lindy does bequeath, 


To brook all Colin's gear to his laſt breath; 


And to his children afrer him.“ s now 
Colin with theſe wad hae nae mair to do. 


As he and Jean were vith ie Squire to gang, © © - + 
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For all their lifetime; be it neꝰer ſo lang. 


To the Sevitians here we bid adieu, 
And leave hem feaſting with their alles news, | i 


Au now the Squire his wed coutſe Wand 

And aff a meſſage to auld mammy ſends. 

Anither forward unto Bonny. ha, 

To tell tl at there things be redd up and bids: 
Upon a milk white ſteed is Nory ſet, 

By liv'ry men attended well in ſtate; 

Sae girt ſhe was in ſtrong and gallant #Y . 
As ihe could neither fail, nor meet with faith : 
And then ae braw, that the herſelf miſkazw, 
Sac in the wind her. filks and ſcarlets few: 

Ane led her reins, with killer knapt full clear, 

On ilka ſide twa walk'd by her right near. 

The Squire himſell, upon a fil ver waz. 

R. de cloſs afore her to direct the w 

Colin was mounted ia à gentle ſuit, © + . 

With hat and wig, and riding gear compleat: 

And jcan with orange fiik is all clad o'er, 

With mantle blue, und filler claſps before. | 
Then on they 4cour, «nd by the day was high, 
Ttey reach'd the glens, where mammy kept her ky. 
All on the green they light before the ſheal, 
And s mne wich welcome bail. 


Wat, locks lays thts aig you try%d your hand | 
Upon your milk, as 1 gae you command? 
An't like your honour, quo the, that 1 hae, 
And in a glent, my mla, yeſe find it ſae. 
ow in and ſeat you on the 1unks all around, 

Aud yele be ſaird with plenty in a ſtoun. 

Sae dows they ſat, and o/ himſell the * 
10 Place his Nory 406k a {pecial cate 
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And whan they're ſet; auld lucky eyes them * 
And fic a rout, lays, here I never law , 
Well may ye all be, and well gae ye-hame z 
But I afore you all maun tell a dream, 
1 had laſt night, when I lay here my lane, 
1 lat yet in life | bad ſeen bonny Jean. 
Then ſays the Squire pray lucky wha was rape 
With whom in ſleep ye might fac buiy be? 
A iriend of yours, the lays, but yet i fear, 
That ye of her could ſcarcely ever hear. 
Ere ye was born, ber fate, was palt and gane, 
And the amaiit forgot by ilka ane: 
Ard that ſweer face by you, id ſay, were the, 


C#* 3 


| * er t not ſhe now couid not 1 young · lke be. 


Tri on your tale, reply'd the un, for F 
To heal it Gut am in anXiely, ©» 


Tut faid ſhe, frae this back o dear ; thirty. years 
Which 1s as yellercay to me as clear. 
Frae your ain uncle's gate was nipt awa' 


I hat bonny bairn, *twas thought by Junky * Gt 


14 hat fanious gypſy, that iteat'd n. ony ane. 

£.nd ot ber ſiuce was notice never nane. 

1 at that time her worthy facher fair d. 
And nony a ear the mates, colt the laid: 
Great {earch for her was made baith far 1 near, 
But ult nor watt her cud. Wehen. 
'Lo this auld Colin glegiy gan to hack, - abs 3:54 
W ha wath tus Jean far but wards in We mark: 
And lays, goouwite, I reed you tale us mY 
and I oe e Kent Wy wüe $ geicent UM nod. 
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Of pypfies rolling, av they're ear uẽfjj 7 E 72 
They dreated Fair, they might ca' aff ome; TP... 
And gae them chaſe about the break of dar. 
The bonny bairn they in the hurry: tint, | iff 1991 
Our fouks came up and fand her in a-gleat ; 
—_ fax or ſeven che looked then to be. 

er face was ſneir' with ſome dun calour'd oree, 
They fuih her hame, and an auld man-call'd Rn 
A wealthy herd, that kent the gypſies trie 3 
Of ſtealiog burns, and ſmearing of their ſlein, - wa nol] 
That had nae burns himſell, firſt took her ia: 
Waſh'd aff the gree, and then her bonny (face | {1/4 
Told, that ſhe muſt be come of gentle race. L 
And Dick thought now, that he had found a fiddle, -/ 5 

And never brak his ſhins upoa the cradle. 2 
Syn meat he gae, the beſt he cad command, - 11 
And lays, ye've now your dad die by the hand ba! 


1 
\ 
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How ca” they you, my bairn, gin ye ken #7: >!) 11 1 
She anſwer maks, and lays, they ca me Jen 4 
Some icher queſtions mair he ſpeer'd, but ſu un 1 


Cud of herſelf but little quittance get: 1 v 
He only from ſome hints could eethly learn, 
That, but a doubt, ſhe. was ſome gentle bar. 
Gin be was fain, far fainner was his wife, 
And *tweeſh them twa ſhe liv'd a happy life: 
A little time made het her chance forget. 
Quite pleas'd in being dadd and minnie's Pete. A 450. Þ 
Juſt as their ain ſhe?s faſhen up. and ta ben 
For Dick's ain dother now by ilka ane; l ST 
And blyth was he, that ſhe een ed it lac, 11 hi 
| nnn iu 


Warn the and Lorgnber'd, L mf 114 1 
Ken d nought of all this ſtrange, but coathy _— : 
Dick and 6 at 4 zeſty. rr 
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Dick's wife alane the veriry keve be ſt, iN 2% VO 


And tauld it me, and ſyne I ſpeer'd at * 25 
She faid, about it {te did little ken: 
Something of ſtairs and beds ran in her dead; Fu 
Than theſe at hame of quite another kind : 


Yet all but like a dream, whan at laſt 


She's hauf perſuaded of her amercaſt, 

She ſays what fignifies't ? we'll never ken 
Ourſells tbe richer, either butt er ben 
Upon our fide we needna he and lippen. 
To what to us may from our gentry: happen. 
And ſae thought I, but yet was fomething walk, 
That fic an aught I how could ca? my ain: 
| Ard vain I may be now, when all that's paſt: 
By unko tu ines has fallen ſae well at laſh,  -- 
Then ſays 10 Jean, Come out afore the 22 
And let ſouk ſee gin ye be what yeler cad. 


I fall ſhe ſays and comes ben to the light? 11 8 
Auld mammy looks, and ſays, la right py 100 


My dream is read, and this is bonny Jeans - 

Her lady mithet oer and o*er agi: 1 
In face and feature, and-muckle about her pr a 
When ſhe to ruthleſs death was forc'd to 50d: & 


Bad was your luck; thought we, han ye was aua $ 


But it wed look, ye on your feet had fa%en'; 1 
When your goodmen "himſelf; and alſo ye 

Look ſae like to the thing that ye ſud be. 

Then Jean reply'd, I ſhouid be right content. 

For the kind cavel that to me was leut: 

But it's nae lang, fiote I hae been ſac braw', 

What I hae maiſtly hag, bail claiſe was a.. 
Guced luck, and niair nor gueed, I now may ets 
And * ſhould. T'be, gi could —_— ** * 


I * at | welcoiney mother las 1 watt younam, 
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4 Well wair'd, I think, all that P've geen to you j 
* And wad hae thought it due, i W whan 1 ken, 

Replies the Squire, that ye are juſt my ain, 
Then unto mammy ſays, Do ye not mind, 
That to ſome travelling laſſes ye was kind? 
That ane of them ye roos'd ſae wondrous fair, 
And ſonnets made upon her face ſo fairz 
Think ve, that ye that bonny face wad ken, 
In caſe that ye ſod chance to ſee t again: 
Her looks, quo ſhe, ſae gar'd my heart - ſtrings beat: 
I reed, *twas they that me a dreaming ſet; 
And I alinaiſt wad ſwear, that ſame war ſhe, 
That blinks beſide you with her benny ee 
Save that ſhe's brawer far ; but what ken 
But the has chang'd her claiſe ſioce ſhe yeed by? 
Yee right, goodwife, ſays Nory ; chang'd indeed, 

. Sioce I yeed by, is baith my mind and weed, 
I'm in your debt for your gueed crouds and reams 
And ere lang days, I hope to pay you hame ; 
Your dream indeed has made me mair nor fai 
Now what I am when I begin to ken. 


Mx benniſons upon your bonny faces 

Auld lucky ſays, Pig you mickle grace. 

That ye ate bonny Jean's I'm certain now, 

Your eyes, noſe, mouth, are juſt, the ſame, I vow. 
Then ſays the Squire to lucky, Do ye mind, 
That what to do, ye will*d, I were inclin*d ; 

That was, to tak a wife ere T came hame ? 

I've done your will, and ta' en this, charming dame j 
This Fenn laſhe that now fits by me; * f * 
And my in fleſh and blood now proves to be. 
Lang may you dream, for * twice content, 
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k is 3 
That ane yo lives the verity that kent 3 So ; 
And has ſo . les we ken 9 26 
That 1 hae match? and that achang my ain. 
But this VII ſays tho! ſhe had been nae mair, 
Bur juſt my ais [weet Country laſſie chere, 
I never wod ald my — 55 choice tepent, Wi 
Tho? as ſhe's what ſhe is I'm as content, 
If the her luck may, prize, I alſo 217 
I hope, ae unto m dying d aye 


- 


Tavs has this grenge adventure ended "Gabe, 
And ev'ry ſcete in due time.come to light, 2 
Jean from her lot obſcure is now retriey'd, 

And now, Nory honour due detiv'd. 

Her comely face that look'd aboon ker * 

A chance becoming her deſcent has got. 
All hame they went, and led a 515 thſome life, ö 


Happy as FLIES "were man and wife. * 


A blooming offspring frae this mar ria ge Fare, 


That Dost virtue, and esu d rang. 
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OW, aides leſt thow/thiok + the ti time it "IS 
Thou on the reading of this tale haſt lent 3 
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Or ſhould'ſt upon review, be apt to WW 

Fd thrown my paper pens, and time; away 2, 

Be pleav'd to ſee, couch'd in this harmlels tales ** 

Some uſeful leſſons try'd in realon's ſeale,, f 

As love's a natural paſſion of the mind. 
To which all ranks are more or lels inclin'd ; 

Care has been taken, while we paint it here, 

That nothing baſe or vicious ſhould appear. 

Fut what is chaſte and virtuous all the while, 

And only meets thee with a cheery ſmile. 

See alſo the plain paſt ral life deſcrib'd, 

Before it had oppreſſive views imbib'd + 

And judge how ſweet and Þarmleſs were the days, 
When men were acted by ſuch ſprings as theſe. 

See alſo the reverſe of this fair plan, | 

After oppreſſive meaſures rit began 4 

And fron, the havock that this practice brought, 

Be taught to hate it ev'n in very thought, 

If any arts thou fiud'ſt are here practis'd, 

To gain ſome ends, unlawfully devis'd : 

Be not offended; turn thy e yes within, 

And let him ficſt throw ſtones that wants the fin. 

* Fis not tor practice, tho“ too much the way, 

That *tis allow'd a place in our eſſay: 

But rather go evince, when we pretend 

To gain by flight, that we ſhall loſe our end. 

Nought, in a word, is here at all deſign'd, 

To miſconduct, or to debaweh-che mind 3 | 

Bur to amule it, when tic artes bent, 5 

Ot recreate a ſpicit overipents. * . | 
To heip to pals a loneſome wine nigbt, * 
Sul ſaving room for gra vet fudzects Tight. * 
No line is tor the critic herg'defign'd, 

To nnd him work, or pleaſe his captious mind. 
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me, he all his pains and time ſhall waſte, 
do not mean at all to pleaſe his taſte. 
Enough my brains I have already beat, 
And judge it time to ſound my loud retreat, 
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T he Rock and the wee Pickle Tow. 


F ERE was an old wife and a wee pickle tow, 

| And ſhe wad gae try the ſpinning o't, 

She louted her down, and her rock took a low, 

And that was a bad beginning ot. 

She fat and ſhe grat, and ſhe flet an Me flang, | 

And ſhe threw and ſhe blew, and ſhe wrigld and wrang, 
Ard ſhe choaked and boaked, and cry'd, like to many, 


Alas for the dreary ſpindingyo't ! 

Ive wanted a fark for cheſs Ught years and teu 
And this was to be the beginginge't;s 
But I vow [ ſhall want it for ax Mig again, 


Or ever I try the ſpinning ot. | 

For never fince ever they ca'd me as they ca- me, 

res diy cog inc me, 1 
ye ſhall hae leave baith to hang me and draw me, 


The acilt time I try the ſpiadi2g o. 
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I hae keeped my houſe for theſe threeſcore of years, 
And ay I kept free of the ſpinning o't, 


But how I was farked foul fa them that ſpeers, M 
Tor it minds me upon the beginning ot. H: 
But our women are now a days grown ſae bra“ Th 
That ilk an maun hae a fark, and ſome hae ua, ij 
The warlds were beiter when ne'er ane awa? An 
Had a rag, but ane at the beginning 0't, = 

I 


Foul fa her that ever adyis'd me to ſpin, 
Ther had been ſo lang a beginning ot, 


] might well have ended as | did begin, * FD 
Nor have got fic a ſkair with the ſpinning o't. At 
But they'll ſay, ſhe's a wile wife that kens her ain weerd ; Fo 
I thevgbt on a day, it ſhould never be ſpcer'd, yl 
Hew lout ye the low tak your rock by the wk : Ar 
When ye yeed tu try the ſfinnmg ot + | 55 

r 


The ſpinving, the ſpinning, it gars my ben ba, 
When 1 think upon the beginning o't, 


I thought ere 1 died to have anes made a % Th 
But fliil 1 had wegrs of the ſpinning o't, | Shi 
But had | nine Athers, as I hae but three, - Ar 
"Lhe ſafeſt and ſoundeſt advice I cud gie, Bu 
Js, that chey frae ſpinning vad keep their hands Koſs Pl 
For fear of a vad degiopiog, 0 8 1 = 

F ods 1 fa 


 Yetin ſpite, of my Lif they. will WE 0. 
The dreatyſome tills ofthe ſpinning ol, 

Let them ſeek out th in the heat of the fun, | | 
And there venture on the beginning o'r, EX. 
But to do as 1 did, aſas, and Awo, i 

10 buſk up a rock at the, check of ibe low, 4 
Says, that + had but little Wir in my [Pony 2 


And n 


3 


bt 
hos 
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But yet after all there is ae thing that grieves 
My heart to think » the beginniag o't. 
Had i won the leneth but of ae pair of ſleeves, 
Then there had been word of the ſpinning o't. 
This I wad have waſhen and bleech'd like the ſoaw, 
And on wy twa garciies like mogoans wad draw, 


And then fouk wad ſay, that auld Girzy was braw. 
And all was upon her ain ſpinning o't. 


But gin I could ſhog about till a new ſpriag, 
I ſhould yet hae a bout of the ſpinning o't, 
A mutchkin of lintſee I'd in the yerd fling, 
For all the wanchanſy beginniag 0't. 
ii gar my ain Tammy gae down to the how, 
And cut me a rock of x widderſh'as grow, 
Of good rantry-tree, for to carry my tow, 
And a fpindle of the fane for the twining o't. 


For, now when I mind me, I met Maggy Grim, 
This morning juſt at the beginning o't, 
She was never ca'd chancy, but canay and lim, 
And ſae it has fared with my ſpinning o't. 
But if my new rock w:re anes cutted and dry. 
I'll all Maggie's can and her cantraps defy, _ 
And, but eny ſuſſie, the ſpinniog VII try, 
And ye ſhall all hear of the ſpinn'ng o't. 


Quo? Tibby her dother, tak tent fat ye ſay, 
The never a rag we'll be ſeeking ot, 
Gin ye anes begin, ye'll tarveals night and day, 
Dat *tis vain ony mair to be ſpeaking ot. 
Since lammas I'm now gaing thirty and twa, 
And never a Jud fark had I yet great or ſma', 
And what war am I, l'm as warm and as brawy, 
As thrummy-tail'd Megs that's a ſpianer ot. 
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To labour the lipt-lard, ard then buy the ſeed, | 
And then to yoke me to the harrowing ot. 
Ard ſyne loll amon't and pick out ilk: weed, 

Like ſwine in a ſty at the i 1 
Sin powing, and ripling, and ſleeping, and then 
Jo gar's gae and ſpread it upon the cauld plain, 
And then after all may be labour in van. 

When the wind and the weet gets the fuſion o't. 


. 


But tho! it ſhould anter the weather to bide, 
| With beetles we're ſet to the drubbing o't. 
And then trae our fingers to goidge aff the hide, 
With the weariſome wark of the rubbing ot. 
And ſyn ilka trait maun be heckl'd out throw, 
The lint putten ae pate, anither the tow, 
Syn on on a rock wi't, and it taks a low? 


The back of my hand to the ſpinning &'ts 
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Quo? Jeany, I think *oman ye're in the right, 

Set your feet ay a fpar to the ſpnining o't. 
We may tak our advice frae our ain mither's fright 
That ſhe gat, when The try'd the beginning o'r. | 
Bur they'll fay, that auld fouk are twice bairns indeed, 
And ſae ſhe has kythed it, but there is nae need 

To fickan an amſhach that we drive our head; 

As lang's we're Tae ſkair'd frae the ſpinning o't. 


220502 


Quo? Napny the youngeſt, I now heard you a', 
And dowie's your 4% of the ſpinning ot. 
Sin ye, fan the cow flings, the cog calt awa*, 
Te may ſet where yell lick up your winning o'r; 
Bat 1 fee that but ſpinning Vi! never be braw, 
But gae by the name of a dilp ora da © 
Bae lack where ye like, I ſhall anes ſhakafay, N. 
© Afore I be dung with the ſpicoing o 
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For well I can mind me, when black Willie Bell 
Had Tibby there juſt at the winning o't. _ 
What blew up the barpain. ſhe kens well herſell, 
as the want of the knack of the ſpinning oꝰt. 
And now, poor *oman, for ought thit L ken, 
She never m:y pet ſic an offer again, 
But pine away bit and bit, like Jeokin's hen, 
And nacthing to wyte but the ſpinning oft. 


But were it for nzething but Juſt this alane, 
I ſhall yet haę a bout cf the ſpinning ot, 
They way caſt me for ca'ing me black at the bane. 
But nae *cauſe I ſhun the beginning of x. 
But be that as it happens, I care not a ſtrae, 
But vane of the lads ſhall have it to ſay, 
When they come io woo, ſhe kens naething avae, 
Nor has ony knack of the ſpinning o't. 


In the days they call'd yore, gin auld fouks had but = 
To a ſurcoat hough- fide for the winning o't, (won | 
Of coat raips weil cut by the caſt of their bun, 

They never ſought mair of the ſp nning ot, 

A pair of grey hoggers well chnked benew, 

Of nae ither lit but the hye of the ewe, | 
With a pair of rough rujjlions to ſcuff thro? the dew, 
Was the fee they ſought at the beginning o'r. 


But we maun hae linnen, and that maun hae we, 
And Low get we that but by ſpinning o't? 
- How can we bae tace to ſeek a great fee, 
Except we can help at the winning o't, 
And wen aun hae pearlins, and mabbres, and cocks, 
And {ome ither things that the ladies call ſmocks, 
Ard how get we that gin we takna our rocks, 
And pow what we can at * ſpinaing ot? 


# 
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*Tis needleſs fer us to tak our remarks 
Frae our wither's miſcockirę the OP at o't, 
She never kent aught of the guced ef the ſarks, 
Frae this aback to the beginniu-p ot. 
Twa three ell ef plaiden was all that was ſcught, 


Fy «ur zuld warld budcies. and that boot b- bought, 


For in ika town fickar things waſoa wrought, 
So little they kent of the {inning oft, 


Milt thou go and marry, Katie? 
To the Tune of Mullachard's Reel. 


"ILF ou 90 and marry, Katie? 
Couldll thou, thinkſt thou, tak a man? 

*T were a pity, you. ſo pretty, 
Should not do the thing you can. 
Yev're a pretty charming creature, 

M herefore ſhould you ly alone? 
Beauty's of a fading nature, 

Has a ſeaſon, and is gone. 


Therefore white ye're blooming. Kanda, 
Liſten to the loving ſwain, 

Take example by fair Berry, 
Once. the darling of the men; 


Who with her coy and haughty nature, 


Kept them off tiil ſae grew old, "gig 
Now ſhe's ſcorn'd by every creature: 
Let not this of you be told, 


And yet my dear and Javely Katie, Yi 
1 hae this one Wann mls 5c 1662 5 


on 


— 


1 
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T would wiſh no man to get ye, 
Save it were my very ſell. 
Therefore, tak me at my offer, GL 
Or behad and Pll tak you, | 
He's wortn no miſtris that would ſcoff her. 
Marry, Kate, and then we'll woo. 


Many words are uſeleſs, Katie, 
You do want, and ſo do I, 
Sure you want that one ſhould get ye, 
And that want I can ſupply. 
Say then, Katie. fo you fake me, 
As your only choice of mea, 
Never after to fot lake me, 
And the prieſt will fay-Amen. 


And then, and then, and then, O Katie, 
When we're martied, what comes then? 
1'ben—no other man will get ye, 

For ye'li be my very ain. | | 
Then well kits and dawt at pleaſure, & 

Nor take notice of envy, 
Once Ive got my lovely treaſure, 

Let repiners pine and die. 


| 


To the Begging we will ga. 


F all the trades that ever was, 
() The begging is the beſt, 
Woen I am tired with begging, 
I will ly down and reit. 
To the begging we will go, will go, will % 
| To ine begging we a” or nds 
| o 
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And firt I' have a meal-pock, 
| Of good aum'd leather male, 
To badd at leaſt a fi rlot. 
And room for beef and 3 
To the begging, &c. 


I'll next unto the turner, 
And cauſe him turn a diſh, 
'To hadd at leaſt three chopins, 
For leis | wadna wiſh. 
To the begging, &c. 


71 how ne the cobler, 
And cauſe him ſole my ſnoon, 
An inch thick in the boddom, 
And clouted well aboon. 


To the begging, &c 


Pll ca carry to the tailor | 
A web of hoding gray, | 
That he may make a cloak of it, 
| To hap me night and day. 
To the begging. &c. 


Then I'll unto ſome greaſy cook, 
A. d buy frac him a hat, 
That is baith ſtiff and weather: 
Aad glittering o'er. with 
To the begging, & c. 


Then with a pike ſtaff in my hand, 
5 To cloſe my begging ſtock, 
I'll go unto ſome lucky wife 
To hanſel my new pock. 
To the "Ws . 
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Bat yet yet ere | begin my tra ſe, 
I'll lat my beard grow itrang. 
Nor pare my nails for year and day, 
For beggirs uſe chem lang. 
To the begging, &c. 


Pl! put no water on my hands, 
As litle on my face, 
For ſtill the lowner- like [ am, 
The more my trade VII grace, 
+ To the beggiag, &c, | 


When I the men at work eſpy, 
Pl hirple 10 the hauſe, 
If gane be in but the goodwifz, 
Then Fil crack wondrous crouſe: 
To the begging, &c. 


Vl ſeek frac her my lodging. 
Tho? it be far frae night, 
Then to let me be trudgiag, 
She'll fair me right and tight. 
To the begging & c. 


At ilka bouſe I'll play the fame, | '| 


Till it be growing mark, 
And the goodman be ſitten down, 
And ceme ia frac his wark, | 

To the begging, &c. 


Then ſafdy, leaning o'er my ſtaff, 
Pll ſay with hat in hand, 
Will the poor man get lodging here, 

Alas! I cannat tand, 


To the begging, c, 
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Then Lucky happily will ſay. 


Poor man, we hae na room, ( WI 
Ere all our fouks be tet avout, 
We wadna had your thumb. 5 8 Th 


To tte begging, &c. 
Then well I wat, goodwife II ſay 


Iſe no {eek near the fire, | ; Th. 
Let me but reſt my weary b nes, | 
Behind backs at the ſpire, * Ve 


To the begging, &c. 


Pl Ga but bree out of the pott 


Frac *mang yc ur boiling kail, 4 
To be my tupper broſe, fur! 
Myſeil hae cap and meal. An, 


--0'0 tbe begging, &c. 


Hout ay, poor man, come ben your wa', 


be ęcſſip then will lay, | But 
We'll ca' a wedge to make you room, | 4 
»Thas been a cau driffe day. Thi 


To the beging, &c, 


When at the fire Pm ſet a wee, | 


; hep Vil begin ard ling, - FE ut Bas 
And do my beit io gar them gauff, | 
All roundabout the ig | Sta 
+, _ "Tothebegying, &&, | 
= pick up all the merry tales, 
i. That I hear any wheres . 5 
And all the news ot tu. and land, E 
. And O I“ tell them clair, 64+ | 4 


'L'o the beging, & 
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When the goodwiſe begins to riſe, 
And ready mak the kail, 
Then {'|] barg cut my beggar diſhy 
And ſt:p it fou of meal. 
To the begging, &c. 


Then may be the poodwife will ſay, 
Poor man lat be your meal, | 
Ye're welcome to your broſe the night, 
And to your bread and kail. 
Lo the begpiig, &c. 


And then | will be ſure to pray, 

To had them ali their heal, 
And wiſh that never they nor theirs, 
Want either milk or meal. 

To the begging, &c, 


But then I'll never mind when the 
Goodman to labour cries, 
The thivel on the poirage pan, 
Snall ſtrike my h ur to riſe, 
To the begging, &, 


And when I'm turfing at my pocks, Y 
- If the gooitwite {hail ſay, 
Stay (till and get your moraing meal, -537 ba 2 
What maks your haite away ? N 
To the begging, &c. „53 0 1 


O then, what bonny words I'll ge,, 
And roole her out of wit, 
And pray, as laog as I do gang Ws 
That till (he there may bits ; 
To the begging, &. 
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When T of any weddings hear, 


I'll caſt me to be there, jo If th 
And pray my hearty benniſon, - | 
Unto the winſome pair. ; But 


To the begging, &c. 


Then with wy cap into one land, 
My har ito the other, © 
Wherever fouk are dtinkirg bauld, 
1 will go bobbing thitber. 
To the begging, &c; 


Then I will to the minſtrels fay,* . 
| For they are never ſcant, 
With leave of the good company, 
Play me the beggar's rant. | 


To the begging, &e. 
Then I will wallop out a dance. 
Or tell ſome merry tale ac 
Till ſome good fellow in my diſh, a tabs Th 
Turn o'er the ſtoup and ale. ; » 
To wu begging, &c. Bm 
Then I will drink theit healths about, Fe 
And wiſh them all gcod heal. Ys OR wor 
And pray they never want enough, Th 
Nor yet a heart to deal. | Y; 8 
To the begging. &c, - 5 b 
| | N But I am ober lang . trade cd ; But! 
| If things ſhall anſu er fac; ben bl T 
Ti time that I were at the gate, Naw ba“. She 
| And tuifing up the brae, 1 lh N 
To the begging, S 1 But 


8 
If things ſhall anſwer to my ſcheme, 


l' come again and tell, 
But if I hae miſteen my trade, 
Iſe keep it to myſell, 
To the begging, &c. 


Wod'd and married and 4. 


Oo p and married and a'. 
N Married and woo'd and a'. 
The dandilly toaſt of the pariſh 
Is woo'd and married and a'. 
The wooers will now ride thinner, 
And by, when they wonted to ca', 
*Tis needleſs to ſpeer for the laſſie. 
That's woo'd and married and a”. 


% 


The girſs had nae freedom of growing, 
As lang as ſhe waſna awa', 

Nor in the town could there be ſtowing 
For wooers that wonted to ca'. 

For drinking, and daticing, and brulzies, 
And boxing, and ſhaking of fa's, 

The town was for ever in tulzies, 
But now the laſkz's'awa'. 


But had they bat kent her as I did, 
Their errand it wad bae been ſma?. 

She neither kent ſpinking nor cardi 
Nor brewing nor bakliig ava“. 

But the wooers ran all mad upon her, 


Becauſe ſhe was bonny * D249 
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And' ie 1 dread will be ſeen on. her, 
When ſhe's by hand and awa'. 


He'll rouſe her but ſma' that has married her, 
Now when | e's gotten her a', 
J wiſh. Þ fear, he had miſcarried her, 
Tocher and ribbons an ia, 
For ter art it lay all in her dreſſing : : 
But gio her, bras anes weie awa', . LY 
I fe-r ſhe?]l turn ont of the faſhion, 8 
And knit vp ber moggans with ſtraw. 


For yeſterday I yeed to ſee her, 

And O ſhe was wondrous braw, 

Yet ſhe cried io her huſhand to gee her 

As ell of red ribbons or twa. 

He up, and lie ſet down beſide ber 
A reel ard a wheelie to ca 

She ſaid, was he this gate to guide her = 
And out at the door and awa'. 


Her re'ſt road was hame ab 2 mither, 
Who ſpeers at her now how was awa', 

She ſays till her, Was ˖ for nae her, 
That I was marrie aa, 

But gae and fit down to a wheelie, 
Ard at it baith night and day. ca 

hae the yarn reel'd by a Marth 
That ever was crying to draw ? 


Her mither ſays till her, Hegh laſke, 
He's the wiſeft 1 fear of the twa, | 
Yell hae little to pit io the _.. 5 
Giz-yo be backwagd gps, ep Eons” 


bl 
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Tis now ye ſhould work like a tygers 
And at it baith wa lop and ca”, 

As lang's ye hae youthead and vigour. 
And littleanes and devts are awa'. 


dae ſwylbe awa' bame to your hadding, 
Mair fool than when ye came awa?, 
Ye maunna keep now itka wedding, 
Nor gang ſae clean finger'd and bra'. 
But mind wih a raper you're yoked, 'F 
And that ye your end o't maun draw, l = 
Or elſe ye delerve to be docked ; : 
Sae that is an anlwer tor a*, 


Young lucki no w finds herſcl! nidder'd, \ 
Aid wiilng weil what gate to ca', ö 
But with her ſeif even conuder'd, 18 


That hamewith were better to d aw, 
And e'en tak her chance of ner landing, 

However the matter might fa“, 
Fouk need no: on frets to be Itan ling 

That's wod'd ani niariied and a, 


What ails the Laſſes at me? 
To the Tune, An the Kirk wal lat me be. 


AM a batchelor ee 
A farmer by rauk and degree, 
Aud few | ſec ging out mair handſome 
Lo kirk or 3 markes; than ine: 
I have outſight and amiight; and etedit, 
Aud from auy,ceuit Em tiee; 
2 
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I'm well enough boarded and bedded, 
And what ails the laſſes at me? 


My bought: of pood ſtore are no ſcanty, 
M, byers are well ſtocked with ky, 
Of meal in my garnels is plenty, 
And twa or three eaſements forby 
A horſe to ride out when they're weary, 
And cock with the beſt they can ſee, 
And then be ca'd dawty and deary, 
I fairly what ails them at me. 


Behind backs, afore fouk, I've woo'd them, 
An all the gates ot that I ken, 

And when they leugh on me, I trow'd them, 
And thought I had won, but what then ? 

When I ſpeak of matters, they grumble, 
Nor are condeſcending and free, R 


Bur at my propaſals ay ſtumble, 
I wonder That ails them art me, 


I've try*d them baith bighland and lowland, 

Where I good bargain cud ſee. 
Bur nane of them found | wad fall in, 
Or ſay they wad buckle with me. 

With jouks and with ſcraps I've addteſs'd 

| Been with them baith modeſt and free; 
But whatever way | carels*d them, 

FE $ ſomething ſtill ails them at me. 


8 if I ken'd how but to gain them, 
io tond of the knack wad I be! 


Or what an a« drefs could ebtain them, 


It ſhould be twice we:come to me. 


If kiſkog and dau ting wad pleaſe them, 
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That trade I ſhould drive till I die $537 52 2 
But however I ſtu ly to eaſe them, by 10th Te 
They've (till ſone exception at me. af woll 


There's wratacks, and cripples, and craaſhaks,, | -  *' 
And all the wandoghts that I ken, : 

No ſooner they ſpeak to the wenches 
But they are ta en far enough ben. 

But when l ſpeak to them that's lately, 

Il find chem ay ta'en with the gee, 

And get the denial ripht flatly. 
What think ye can ail them at me ? 


I have yet but ae offer to make them, 
If they wa] but hearken to me; 

And that is, I'm willing to take them, 

If they their coaſent wad but gie. 
Let her that's content write a billet, | 
And get it tranſ.nitted to me; 3 : 
I hereby engage to fullill it, | | 

Tho' cripple, tho? blind ſhe ſud be. 


—— — 


* 
* 


Billet, by Jeany Gradden. 


E AR batchelor, I've read your billet, 
Your (trait and your hardſhips L ſee, 8 
And tell you it ſhall be fulnlled, 
Tho? it were by none ether but me. 
Theſe forty years I've been neglected, 
And nase has hat pity on me 


1 80 1 
Such offers ſhould not be rejected, 


Whoever the offercr be. ; 
For beauty | lay no claim to it, But 
Or then may te I hid been away, 8 
Though tocher oggkindred could do it, For 


I have no pretenſions to thae, 
The moſt 1 can ſay, l'm a woman, 
And that | a wife want to be, 

And I'll tak exception at to man, 
That's willing to tak nane at mes 


And now I think I may be cocky, 
Since fortune has ſmuru'd on me, 
I'm Jeany and ye ſhall be Jockie, 
Iis right we together {ud be; 
For nane of us cud nnd a. marrow, 
So {adly fortairn were we; 
Fouk ſud no at any thing tarrow, 
Whole chance looked nacthing to be. 


On Tueſday ſpeer for Jeany Gradden, 
When 1 in my pens mean to be; 

Juſt at the ſign ot the old maiden, 
Where ye ſhall be ture io meet me. 

Bring with you the prieit for the wedding, 
That all things nen ended may be; 

And we'll cloſe the whole with the beddiog, 
and wha'll be io merry as we ?_ 


A cripple I'm not, ye forſta me, 
1 bo? lame of a hand that 4 be; 
Near blind is there reaſon to ca“ me, 


Altho' 1 ſee but with ac eye 3 


Wc 


But I'm juſt the chap that you wanted, 
So tightly our ſlate doth agice ; 

For nan=: wal hae you. ye have granted, 
As few I confeſs, wad hae me. 
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Explaining ent Provincial Words. 


| A Whack. Misfortune 
Autercaſti a miſchance 
To anter, to walk, to wan- 
der. to chance 
Airy, prirning, angry 
Alter, in confuſion, bultling 
 Avrens wild berries 
Ang (e. g.) in a bang, 
at once, ſuddenly 
Barg fler, a bragger or bully 
Bardach, ſtout, fearleſs, * 


litive 

Baſſie, a large diſh for bold. 

. 10g meal 

Baw-waw of her qe 3 a- 
ſquiunt 

To, beet, to keep up. eheriſh 

Bickered, fou BY contended 


- Birn, burden 


Birns roots of burnt heath, 
or rather, the ſtronger 
ſtems of the heath that 
remain after the ſmaller 
twigs are gone. 

Bit and baid, meat and 
clothes © 36 

Bob, taunt, reproach 

Bubby, grandfather 

Boot choice, help, muſt - 

Boſs. empty, bunpry 

To bout. to lead, jump 

Browden, intent upon, ſet. 

npon 

Buik. cuneſy*d ; from baik 
to curiſey 

Bulziements, armour, or 
cloathing I any kind, 


ob © $* 


Bumbazed. ſtr vified | 
. Burrach'd. ir cloſed 
Burſen belch. 4 fat;—purſy 
fellow - 
But, without 
Airn-n-mount, or The 
Cairn; a high ridge 
of the Grampians. over 
which a public road paſſes 
Cann, jki'l, ayikty 


Care. bed lair. in 4 diſconſo- : 


late ſituation g. d. ſhe 

lay in the bed of care 
Caſtinge, caſt off cloaths 
To K a chd between folks 


to widen the breach | be- 


tween them, 
Cauld tark, to ly in the cauld 
Bard, is to be dead 
Cauts, ſummer cauts, a tre. 
mulous appearance, near 
the ſurface of the earth in 
Warm lunſhine 
Ca vel, chancgsge 
To cba Fauſe, to ſuffer * 
Chandle;=chafied,lean viſage 
Chap and choice. great vari- 
ety... 
Claught, a hold | 
; Clough, rugged aſcent 
. Clung, lank, empty 
To cocker up, to cheat, en- 
2 
Coll „ uproar * 
. Corjy, bel an 1 firſt 


Da , { 
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To cour, to recover 
_ Conthy apreeable, pleaſing ing, 


familiat 


Co buſh; heather cow; 


a buſh af heath 

To crack, o chat familiarly 

Cranſhachs crooked, diſ- 
torte perſons 

Crab and root, wholly, en- 
tirely 

Craw,' to pluck a craw, to 
pick a quarrel 

Cuddum. a=cuſtom ; 

coutum French _ 

Curcuddoch, ſitting cloſe to- 
g*- ther 

Curfuffled, diſcompoſed, - = 

iſhevelled 
D 2 romping . 
thouphtleſsneſs 

To Pier ex. to ſearch for 
ſtolen goods 

Daſt very merry, alſo mad 

Damnta, no matter, it does 
not ſignify 

Dan "ſhea, ſtupiſied 

To deave, to ſhin with no- 
iſe, from deaf — 

Dey, a woman who has the 
charge of a dairx 

Dibberderry, confu ſed de. 
bate 

Dightings, the refuſe 


— 41 ud . 
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Digune, breakfaſt, (Fr. di 
jeuner ) : 


Docter, tail, work, ſtruggle 
o dow —— to dec ine in 
health, to thrive, to flou- 
riſh, to be able 

Dram, cool, indifferent 

To dree, to undergo, ſuffer 

Dridder, dread 

Dreig h, ſlow 

Droaſly, an ale- houſe in 
Luchlee 

Duds, ragged cloaths 

Dung, driven, diſcouraged 

Dwaum, faintneſs, fickneſs 


Dwelle. weak and yickiing 
Arnblaer, the loipe 


Leh, à dition 
Eelift, deſormity, what hurts 
the eye, 
Fery, feat ful 
Eeib. eaſy 
Elderen, elderly 
£Ergh, timorous 
Emach-berries, juniper- ber- 
ries 
A' (page 21, 1. 9.) de- 
notes r. 
To Fail, to fail, to ſtep 
Faul, want, hunger 
Feckieſs, weak h 
beer jor jeer, every way e- 
qual 
Fe 1 to bring. ſuiſb, brought 
corrupted from fetch 
Feile, 6. g. Her eee lint 


feltte, her Reds. dase the 
faculty of ſpeech 


Fire flaught, lightning 
Fix fax, hurry, the middle ; 
ot any buſineſs 
Fiaugts, handfuls 
Flet, ſcolded 
Fightered, pinioned 
Florgbtrous, frighttul 
Forbcers, predeceſſors 
Fore/ia', xuderſtand 
Fortuirn, old talkioned, alſo 
forlora | 
Feorgath:r, to meet or come 
together 
Ferjpeak, to ſpeak far 
Foriber/ome, forward 
fFouth. a fouth, pleuty _ 
Fraa't or jrathat, a con» 
traction of For all that - 
Fremmit, ſtrangers ' 


- Fumper, vo ſob, to matter, 


to attempt do ſpeak 
Fuſion, bodily tren gth, ſapy 
cre properly foy/on ' + 
* Angrel, begiumng to 
I walk (appitcd to a 
child) 
A ge', agrudge 
Gdineſt, neareit 
G auk, an unexpected trouble 
Gatelins, the way to 
Gawd = came out afcre the 
gawd, Come forward aud 
me w yourſelf, Gawd 


is the ſame with goad 
; U 


Ger led. trifled with 
Gelore, plenty 
Gl:nting glancing 
Ge, the ſhock felt in plun- 
ging into Water 
Gnap. a bite, mouthful 
Guujty, frichtful, ghaſtly 
Gouk . goukit, fool, fooliſh, 
ſilly, from gout, the cuc- 
00 | 
To green, to long 
Cree, vogue, fame 
Guideſbip, ulage 
Gully a large knife; to guide 
the gully, to behave cau- 
tioutly - | 
Aſet. qu. half - head, 
| the fide of the head 
Hairſbip, piundering 
H ailumly, tor certain 
allach d. crafv fooliſh 
amphis'd, ſurrounded 
2 gifficuſty 
aw. I- coloured 
40 heal, to conceal 
Heal. health 
Hear lening, encouragement 
Heury a conjugal apellation 
equivalent to my dear 
Heeze. heip, addition to 
Hlelur a whole year 


Hejps a certain quantity of | 


van ;—40 make à ravelled 
beſp, io put, @ ilung in 
cuntuliun 


Hint, opportunity 


$-1,:0. 8 


. 
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Hireſhlp, ſervice, the place 


of a ſervant 


To hirple, to walk like one 


lame 
Hood amd bells, the fool's 
cap 
Hoſt, cough ; without a hoſt 
without delay or reluce 
tance 
Howm, hollow ground 
Hulgy back, huwp back 
To hunker down, to ſquat 
Ampher, a mocker. To 
jampb, to make game 
of, ro ſneer at 


Icbie nor ochie, nothing, 7 


cannot hear ichie nor ochie 
1 cannot hear any thing - 
To ee, to ſtir 


Ji zen- bed. child-bed; to 


be in jiz2en, to ly in 
Jo. a ſweet - heart or lover 
Jat- work, buſineſs 
o Junny, to jog with the 
elbow . 
Eeh, a linen - dreſs for 
the head and neck. 
10 lemp, to work for a was 
ger. (a harveſt phraſe) 
Kettrin,— highland cattle- 
ttealers | 
Kiſfng firings, ribbons tied 
under the chin 
Hie. a chance 


1 lack, to light | 


to under value 


2222 


Te 08 
To /air, to fir.k in a bog or 
mire 
Lands of leal, death 
Leal, ſound, honelt 
To Lean, to ſhine 
Leaſh, freedom. Gie ut 
the heath. ſet us at liberty 
Leed, language, ſty le 
Lewdring, moving heavily 
Leefu' lane, quite alone 
Lift the (ky 
Linking, wa'kirg ſmartly 
3 expect, depend up- 


To Lite, to dye. tinge 

To look like Watiy to the 
worm, to look confuſ-d 

Lourie, or tod lourie, the 
fox 

Low, flame 

Lucky, adv, too much. As 
a ſubſt. noun it ſigniſies 
an eiderly woman; of- 


ten the miltreſs uf an ale · 
houſe 


za, a lake — or piece of 


itanding ' water; allo a 
caſcade 
Lythe, a warm ſhelter 


Ait, a match | 
M Mailen or ig. 
rent, taxes 


Mail-payer, a tenant. 
Malina, it does not matter 
To mang, to become frantic 
Maꝝſ worn, * 


N O 292 
Meethneſs, extreme heat, In 
ſome parts of Scorlai 
it means ſoft weather 
Meith. a ſign, or token 
Meltet, a meal of meat 
Miſter, need, ſtrait, neceſ- 
ſity 
Mit, eminence, riſing ground 


4 + 


To Monuband, to mention; 


to articulate 


Mo wos, in jeſt 


Eaty, very, identical 
Neu d, oppreſſed, 
kept at under. 
Nid:/ered, kept in 
Utly, fully 
Outred, to finiſh. 
Out throw, throughout, al- 
rogether | 
Ouiſight and inſight, goods 
without and within doors 
Ait, ſtroke, to gie him 
his paits, to beat him 
ſoundly 
Perconon, (or percunnance,) 
condition 
Perqueer, diſtin& 
Pettle, à (tick with which 
the ploughman clears a- 
way the earth that ſticks 
to the plow 
Pikes, ſhort withered heath 
Pingling, ſtruggling; to do a 
ching aol a pingie is to do 
it with great difficulty 


G-1,.0 8 


Prieſt, to be one's prieſt, 10 
kill bim 


ö Put and row, with: difficulty 


| To put till, io ex mine 


Uetets, ancles 

'> Achiigence, accident, or 
ctance 

Ka ip. rope 3 Mal my tes'- 


ment in @ raip, be hanged. 


Rair, a cry, roar 


Raith, a quarter of a year - 


10 Rau puge, to ſpeak and 
act furrguſly 
Reifung, llealin | 
10 reed, to fear, to -ppre- 
head 
Ruther, noiſe. outery 
Ain. — to ſain to bleſs 


Sairirg, to look your. 


Jairing, io look your till 

Satzlejs, la mleis, innocent 

Sareleſs, taſte leſs, 
Sarlea, provided wich ſhiris 
or ſhifts 

aug li, eaſe, quiet 
Scouth, freedom, room 
Scrap, proviſions, victuals 
10 Sconfice, 10 ſlifle 
SCærala, lum ps of heath, or 
(2 roots 
Scelja*; pleaſant. . 
Setting, becoming, graceful 

. 4t jets Lim, it becomes him 
A Shargar, a weakly child 


n loch, lazy 


A 1 . 
Me de- 


To dead to waddle ingoing 

Slot, 10 came Hof. to come 
ipeed, to advance 

Sib, a- kin 

Sinacle, a grain, a; ſmall 
quantit 

Skecch, tearful, thy 

Skelt, having the ſeams un- 
ripped 

Scunner, excc ſſive diſguſt 

Skreek of day, break of day 

"Vo Slocken, to quench - 

Snearieſs, ut hat oy, ir ſipid 

Smergb, marrow, vigour, of 
mind, or body 

Smera y, ſavoury 

Smirtle, ſmurtie, ſmile 

Suudlard, icuthern, of the 
louth country 

Soupit, ſpent, exhauſted, 
heartleſs 

Steven, voice 


Stirrab, a ſtout 


Stivage, itout, fir for work 
In a jtoun, in baſte 


: Strype, a rill of water 


Styth, dead 
Summer job, ſammer-ſhower 
Sunks, ſcais made of turf 


' Suffie, he ſitation, Care. (Sou 


French; 
To Swarf, to ſwoon 
Swavered, walked wearily 


a U 
e 
$:vidder doubt 
Fæpippert ſudden 
$- t. 14 4 ſwad-1! 'ed 
Sek ſe\dom 
Syte, to dree the ſyte, to ſuf- 

fer the p niſhment. 


Abetleſs — — without 
{frength 


To Tarrom, to loath,refuſe 
Tarveal, fatigue, perhaps 


from travail 
A Thoughty, a little 
T hout, a {ab 
To thram, to thrive 
Threap, a falſe . Fl 
diſpute 
"Þo 7 brimle, to nelle, to 
fumble — 


T brawart, 5 bad, croſs 
Tilt, account of, tidings 


Tit, a ſudden pull, a tuitch 
Toumon, a twelvemonth 


Trantlims, armour, move- 


ables 
A Twine, a turn of fortane 
Nforſained, undeſerved 
Urluch, ſilly- looking 


VV vely, clearly 


4 
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Anchaney, un! 
Wanlought, pany 


Wanreſt. unealineſ; 


Ward and warſel, ſecurity 
for, p edge 

To ware. to beſtaw 

Widder hins grow, that 
grows or ſhoots in a di- 


rection oppoſite ts the 
courſe ofthe ſun, 


Vill bewildered. 
Wilſome lonely, wild 


Weers, to have weers, to be 


apprehenkve 
Wimpled, iniricate 


Wirry-cow, any bugbear— | 


the devil 

Wratacks, dwarfs * 

Wyne and onwyne, to the 
Tight and left hand, eve» 
ry where 

Wyte, blame 


—_— 0 


Amer, ſhout, clamour 


Tap, with a keen ap- 
petite 

Yarring ,ſnarling—captious 
ubleſo 


tro me 


Yout, or youp, ſcream. © 


